


So you think you know the horror scene. Let's see 
if you can identify the following fearsome five. 
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Answers are on page 62. 
Scoring; 

S correct Monster master 

4 correct Creature Count 

3correct TerrorTout 

2 correct Beasty Beginner 

1 correct AwfulAmateur 

Ocorrect Go directly to the crypt. Do 

not pass go. Do not collect 
£200.00. place advance 
orderforissue4, 
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An Ogron from the B.B.C.’s Television 
series Or. Who. 


When you have a good time . . , time flies, 
and that certainly is the case here at 
“World of Horror." If you readers are 
having half as much fun a.s we are. then it 
isa dead certain fact, that Britain’s greatest 
mag. will be around fora long time. 

It has been brought to my attention that 
a good many of you, at one lime or 
another, have dressed up as monsters. 
How about .sending us your photos as 
whatever horrific character you played? If 
we receive enough, they shall be 
incorporated into a feature. “Horror 
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A n ancient stone cottage situated 
in a remote part of the North 
L-Yorkshire moors changed hands 
recently. The new owner put in hand 
some extensive alterations which re- 
quired the removal of some old 
panelling, and as the work progressed 
a great oak beam was exposed, on top 
of which was found a mummified 
human hand, the Hand of Glory. 

This gruesome relic of black magic 
dating back to the Middle Ages was 
used by robbers, in the belief that if the 
Hand of Glory was taken into a house 
and a lighted candle placed in the 
hand, everyone in the house except the 
robbers would fall into a deep sleep 
from which they would not waken 
until the candle was extinguished. 


It is thought that the hand was 
imported into England during the 
sixteenth century from the Continent 
where this practice had existed in 
France and Germany for some hun- 
dreds of years. Directions for prepar- 
ing the hand appear in many old books 
of witchcraft, perhaps the best known 
being "Les Secrets du Petit Albert” 
which was translated into English in 
1710 bv a Mr. Grose. 


He writes; "The Hand of Glory is 
the right hand of a hanged man, taken 
with a single blow of a sword while the 
body hangs from the gallows. To 
prepare the hand, it shall be wrapped 
in a piece of shroud which must be 
drawn tight so that it shall squeeze out 
any little blood that remain, it shall 
then be placed in an earthenware jar 
containing saltpetre, salt and long 
peppers all dried and finely ground. 
Let it remain in this jar for two weeks 
then take it out and leave it in the sun 
until it be thoroughly dried and 
parched. If there be no sun, dry it in 
the smoke of a fire of vervain and 
fern.” 

A well authenticated story concern- 
ing the Hand is set in North York- 
shire. in a lonely inn standing on a 
desolate moor. 

By the side of the old Roman road 
which leads from Bowes in North 
Y orkshire up into Westmorland, there 
stands to this day a building, now a 
farmhouse known as Old Spital House. 
Originally a hospital built in the 
thirteenth century by monks from a 
nearby monastery, the place had fallen 
into decay by the eighteenth century 
and was rebuilt as a tavern. 

In the year 1797 the Spital Inn was 
owned by a Mr. Alderson who ran the 
place with the help of his wife, son and 
a housemaid. One stormy October 
night the innkeeper and his family 
were sitting by the open peat fire when 
there was a loud knocking at the door. 
Alderson told the maid Bella to see 
who it was and going to the hall the 
girl drew the bolts and opened the 
door a few inches on a safety chain. 

■‘It’s an old woman” she called. 

"Let her in lass" Mr. Alderson 
answered. 

Bella opened the door and a very 
old woman wearing a long cloak and a 


JACKPALANCEAS 


The first of our collectors gallery series feature Jack 
Palancefrom the film Dracula. The version, directed by 
Dan Curtis and distributed by EMI follows the original 
Stoker story very closely and has received high acclaim 
from horror critics. Palance plays the role with the 
excellence we have come to expect from this screen 
veteran. 
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T he woman, Wlui was both rich 
and middle-aged, walked slowly 
throp.gh St James's Park, looking 
from rijiit to left with that bored, 
haggard expression Gore knew so well. 
The formidable attendant followed her 
mistress some ten paces behind, 
carrying a small paper bag from which 
she dispensed largesse in the way of 
breadcrumbs to various greedy ducks. 

Walking round the duck pond from 
the opposite direction. Gore 
approached his victim, being careful 
not to look at her, but paying smiling 
attention to the ducks, fully aware that 
he looked handsome, very young, and, 
to rich, middle-aged ladies, extremely 
appealing. His timing was perfect. Eight 
feet separated him from the woman, 
when be stumbled, placed a white 
shapely hand to that part of his 
anatomy where his heart might well 
reside, then sank slowly but gracefully 
to his knees. The woman was only 
three feet away when he raised his 
head, gazed at her with eyes in which 
tears werejust beginning to form, and 
said weakly: 

"Madam, if you could assist me 
It was a wonderful performance, the 
best he had ever given. 

The white haggard face was 
expressionless; the large, still beautiful 
black eyes stared down at him, then as 
though a tiresome puddle were in her 
path she stepped round him, and 
continued her walk The grim-faced 
attendant gave him a blank stare, then 
followed in her mistress's footsteps. 
Gore was left crouching on the ground, 
feeling like a comedian whose best joke 
has been greeted with, complete 
silence. 

"Feeling poorly, dear?" a plump 
matron was bending over him 
"Get lost" Gore rose quickly and 
strode angrily away. 

But It was at the park gates he 
received his biggest shock. 

"You." 

At first he could not believe it was he 
who was^so perfunctorily addressed 
and he continued to walk towards the 
Mall. 

"You. Young man." 

He stopped, turned, and saw the 
maid — whatever she was -- hurrying 
to catch up with him. 

"I called you twice." She spoke 
faultless English with a slight mid 


European accent. "Madam the 
Countess says you may call upon her at 
four o'clock " 

"What the . . .I" 

"Please, I must hurry back" She 
handed him a card. "Do not be late. 
Madam is not accustomed tobeing kept 
waittfig." 

"Look here . . .!" 

° But it was no use, she turned and 
walked quickly back into the park. Gore 
looked down at the scrap of pasteboard. 
He read: 

"Countess Helene Landi," 

Underneath had boen written in 
violet ink: 

"Suite A. Carlton Ritz," 

"Well I'm damned," he said aloud. 
Which in his line of business was an 
unfortunate expression. 

The countess received him in the 
main reception room of her suite, 
dressed in a long white afternoon 
gown, while she reclined on a sofa Her 
white haggard face was framed by thick 
auburn curls. 

"A wig." Gore decided. "It must be" 
The countess was brief and brutally 
frank. 

"Mr, Maltravers, that is the name you 
wish to be known by, I believe," her 
English, like her servant's, was perfect, 
and enhanced by the slight mid- 
European accent- "You have been 
making enquiries about me — the 
extent of my fortune and so fourth.” 
She raised a slender hand. "Do not 
trouble to deny, I have friends, 
acquaintances, who inform me of these 
things. I too have made enquiries. 

"You live off women. Ladies like 
myself who are past their, first yodth, 
and are willing to pay you fo?; certain 
attentions. Is that correct?" 

"Really . .!" Gore was prepared to 
bluster, but the countess frowned and 
broke in quickly. 

"Please. There is no need for anger. I 
find nothing wrong with this 
arrangement. You are very pretty, Mr. 
Maltravers, and like money. I am not so 
pretty any more and have lots of 
money, I will pay you fifty pounds a day, 
and all expenses. Are you agreeable? " 

"Well," Gore tried to look reluctant, 
but again he was not allowed to 
proceed. 

"That is good You will move into a 
room on the next floor You will wan 
upon me when sent for How are you 


called?" 

"I am sorry ..." 

"What is your assumed birth name?" 
"Gor^p," hesaidsulkily 
"I do not like it. It makes me think of 
blood. I will call you Chu-Chu. You look 
Chu-Chu," 

"Hmn9." he frowned, clutched the 
chair arm, then tried to look boyishly 
charming. 

"I think we will . 

"You will move in at once.^' The 
countess took up a book. "Greselda my 
personal maid will make alt the 
arrangements. You may dine with me 
at six." 

"Yes." Gore rose to his full height, 
and prepared to deliver a much used 
speech of acceptance, but the countess 
was now fully engrossed in her book. 
Greselda touched his arm. 

"Come," she said. "Let us see about 
your room." 

Gore was used to humiliation; n was 
part of his business, and he usually got 
his revenge, but during the next few 
days he was made to drain the bottle, 
then lick the label. 

His duties seemed to lie somewhere 
between an errand boy and groom of 
the bedchamber with extra duties. 

"Chu-Chu" — the silly nickname 
irritated him, she could have been 
addressing) a lap-dog — "go down to 
that store — Harrods. I want some nice 
gloves. They have some lace ones — 
black. Greselda, give him some money. 
You may keep the change " 

Or. 

"Chu-Chu. you may paint my nails. I 
like you to do that. Your hands are so 
soft. You are so chu-chu." And she 
actually patted his head 
Their love-making bordered on the 
bizarre. She allowed him the hors 
d'oeuvre, permitted him to savour the 
entree, but snatched away the dessert. 

"You may go now. " She lay back h,ef 
body gleamed white in the dim light, 
and she was still desirable, "I am tired, 
you maygo." 

Outraged manhood growled like a 
frustrated dog, and Gore, wise in such 
matters, tried to stroke her forehead 
As his hands touched the thick auburn 
hair the white face turned savage: the 
dark eyes flashed their anger the teeth 
were bared Her English became 

Continued from page 1 3 
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To date the pages of World of 
Horror have been filled with 
sinister, true-blue, horror films, r 
We thought it would be nice to \ 
change the tone slightly with the F 
humourous side of horror and j 
what better way to start than with , 
a"CARRYON''. i 

"Carry on Screaming" was film | 
number 1 2 in the series and might j 
be noted for starring Harry H. 
Corbett, rather than veteran ' 

funny — man Sid James. The 
Anglo-Amalgamated film, like the 
others in the "Carry On" batch i’. 

was highly profitable. i. 

This is our first look at humour ]'■{ 
in horror however we plan to S 
cover other films of a similar E 
nature in the not too distant H 
future. "Dance of the Vampires," " 

"Comedy ofTerrors," Bud Abbott 
& Lou Costello’s, "Meet" films, 
are but a few that will grace 
these pages. 
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Odbodd (Tom Clegg) de-l 
monstrates to Odbodd: 
dnr. (Billy Cofnelius) the| 
gentle art of kidnapping 
young ladles, 


Watt (Kenneth WII- 
and his sister 
(Fenella Fielding) 


Doctor Watt Is both hor- 
rified and amazed to see 
his Egyptian mummy, 
Rubbatitl (Denis Blake), 
spring back to life after 
being struck by a stray 
bolt of lightning. 


Down in the forest something stirred, and after a few hesitant investtgations. Albert Potter returns to find his youhg fiancee gone. Abducted 
unbeknowri to him, byanape-like monster called Odbodd. But Albertfindsa vital clue to the identity of his girl friend's captor in the shape of a 
strange hairy finger the thing left behind. Albert hastily calls on the professional services of Detective Sergeant Sidney Bung and his 
slow-witted assistant Detective Constable Slobotham, and together they return to the scene ofthe strange happening. 

It is Slobotham who has the first glimpse of Odbodd as it searches for its missing digit. 

Being of sound mind and limb and an officer worthy of his high calling, he promptly faints and the monster disappears. Bung and Albert revive 
Slobotham and together they reach the only house in the vicinity, a forbidding eerie place which they feel it their duty to investigate. Having 
crossed the threshold of the house, called "Side-A-Wee", they encounter the strange Doctor Watt (dead for 15 years but regenerated for the 
occasion), his sensuous vampire-like sister Valeria, and Socket, the gaunt, faithful 7ft. butler. Terrified by these apparitions and subsequent 
events of an 'unnatural nature' the visiting trio flee in great disorder, un ware that poor Doris, Albert's loved one, is in the cellar, undergoing the 
tearful process of petrification. 

Bung is called to the station again to discover that Albert has received a letter from Dan Dann who would like to meet him at his convenience 
where he promises to throw some light on the mystery. The intrepid trio set out to interview Dann, closely followed by the Doctor (in diguise) 
Valeria and Odbodd. 

Dann reveals that he used to be a gardener at "Bide-A-Wee", but before he is able to pass on any information, he is disposed of by 
Odbodd. drowned in the very place on which he had lavished so much professional pride. Pursuing the clue of the severed finger in the police 
foreskim laboratory, is Dr, Fettle, who by some mysterious means regenerates the digit into a full size replica of Odbodd. but the ill fated Doctor 
IS destroyed in the process. Odbodd Jnr. Is now at large I Doris is delivered to the local milliners as a shop window dummyl 
Bung summons his remaining courage and visits "Bide-A-Wee" again to report on the demise of the ex-gardener Valeria, sensing danger 
seduces Sgt. Bung m true 'vamp style' and he, mturn, succumbs to her considerable charms. 

The following morning sees Bung in an unusually cheerful mood, until Albert is ushered into the station complaining that he has seen his 
girlfriend in the milliner's shop window as a dummy. Bung follows this up with yet another visit to "Bide-A-Wee", only this lime he alarms 
Valeria into precipitate action . She gives him a potion which transforms him into a raging beast and sends him of with Socket to retrieve 
'Doris' from the shop window. 

Ironically, Bung quite oblivious to the previous night's events is called in next morning to investigate his own crime of breaking into the shop. 
Albert is suspected and apprehended but is released when he produces a cast-iron alibi. Bung has a rare flesh of inspiration, which results in 
Slobotham acting as a decoy in feminine garb Slobotham is suitably attired for the role and he and Bung leave for the clearing in the woods to 
masquerade as a courting couDle. 

Mrs. Emily Bung, the Sergeant s long-suffertng wife, with growing suspicions about her husband's irregular nocturnal escapades decides to 
follow the 'courting couole' and makes her way to the wood, keeoino a safe distance behind them. In the resultant chaotic events SIgbotham 
and Emily are abducted by Odbodd and Odbodd Jnr and taken back to "Bide-A-Wee" where Dr Watt and Valeria are waiting to petrify them 
for selling as dummies. Albert bumbles along in his dediceteKi seerch for Dons and both he and Bung and incarcerated in "Bide-A-Wee" by 
Valeria. 

Now, all aregatherad under one roof, that of the strange house of "Bide-A-Wee" 

Sgt. Bung and Alban, managing to survive an attempt on their lives by a deadly python, stumble firstly into Slobotham. still alive, and then 
Doris, still mummified. They manage to regenerate her back into flesh and blood and together the fearing foursome orepare to escape from 
Odbodd and Junior. Bullets and brick walls fail to halt the advancing monsters, but Albert, suddenly fortified by a drink similar to that which 
had the staggering effect on Bung, disposes of them with two almighi displays of superhuman strength. 

Dr Watt having experimented on his Egyptian mummy, Rubbatiti, without sucess, is delighted when a bolt of lighting from the storm raging 
outside, penetrates the mummy, bringing it back to life. His joy is short lived, however, for he is unable to escape from the advancing Egyptian 
and they both plunge into a seething vat of vitrifying fluid. 

What becomes of the voluptuous Valeria? Fortunately the kindly Sgt. Bung has found her a permanent position as his housemaid, while his 
wife, the not so voluptuous Emily, stands inonecorner waiting to be regenerated from her petrified state 
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''’Cinen^ 

by Tom Hutchinson 
foreword by Vincent Price 

Number three irt Studio Vista's Cinema series edited by 
Sheridan Morley. this book joins the related themes of 
horror and science fiction - two major escape routes for 
modern man's irrational fears. In an imaginatively 
illustrated text, Tom Hutchins*))! examines the grov^h of 
the supernatural movie from its silent origins in A Trip to 
the Moon and its development in classic frighteners such 
as Nosferetu and Metropolis, continues with a review of 
The Monster Industry' past and present, lingers over 
'Sex and the Vampire* and ends with a discussion of our 
fascination for machinery which we must control or it 
will control us. 160 pages. 160 illustrations. 96 in colour. 

October 17th. £3.25 



STUDIO VISTA 



12 



Continued from page 9 


ragged. 

"You will not touch. Hear me, you will 
not touch. Nobody, touch my head." 

"All right" (he almost said: "keep 
your hair on") "calm down." 

"Do not be insolent, you miserable 
little poof. I pay you money, good money 
— you do as you are told, I say, you not 
touch my head — ever. You 
understand?" 

Gore nodded; there was something 
revolting about that white, drawn face 
and glaring, mad eyes, and he 
scrambled hurriedly into his clothes. 

One morning Greselda barred his 
way into the suite. 

"Madame is unwell," she informed 
him, "She will not require you today.” 

"I am sorry." He turnea the full blast 
of his smile upon the maid who was, as 
usual, completely unimpressed 
"Anything serious?" 

"No she will be up in a few days. You 
will receive your money," 

The door was slammed. 

For two days Gore enjoyed his liberty; 
then curiosity, plus a nagging worry, 
got the better of him He tapped the 
grapevine. 

"No doctor haa been asked for," 
volunteered the floor manager, 

"Not allowed into her bedroom,” said 
the chambermaid. "Gawd knows the 
state it's in.” 

Gore became more worried by the 
hour. Was Madam tiring of his 
company; could in fact a rival have been 
smuggled in without his, or the hotel 
staffs knowledge? It was not 
impossible. 

The chambermaid tucked a bank note 
into her apron pocket. 

"Get the pass key back before 
morning," she warned, "and if you get 
caught, I'll say you pinched it." 

It was a little after two o’clock m the 
morning when he inserted the pass key 
into the front door and silently entered 
the suite, The main reception room was 


lit by a single table lamp, but there was 
a ribbon of light under the bottom of thn 
countess's bedroom door. 

He knelt down and applied his eye to 
the keyhole, a form of exercise with 
which he was well acquainted. The 
countess was lying on her bed face 
down; he could see her naked feet 
moving restlessly, doing a kind of tap 
dance; and Greselda was bending over 
her, hiding her head and shoulders. 
She said something, which Gore could 
not understand, then her right arm 
jerked, and a low moan rose up and 
became a muffled scream. The feet 
threshed wildly, the body twisted as 
though in great agony, then was still. 
Greselda’s right hand came back and 
took up a lint dressing that was lying in 
readiness on a bedside table; later she 
fumbled for a rolled bandage 

The man at the keyhole was 
sickened, and puzzled. What on earth 
was wrong with her? Boils? Eruptions 
that had to be lanced? If so, what 
loathsome disease infected that dead 
white body? He wiped a dam ■■forehead, 
then put his eye back to the ) eyhole. 

Greselda was walking towards the 
door carrying a kidney-shaped enamel 
dish: Gore fled across the room and 
flung imself down behind the sofa. The 
maid opened the bedroom door and 
walked quickly towards the bathroom. 
The young man peeped over the sofa 
back and watched her empty 
something into the lavatory pan, then 
pull the chain. She rinsed the dish in 
the wash basin, walked back into the 
reception room, turned out the table 
lamp, then went into the countess's 
bedroom and closed the door, 

A very disturbed young man let 
himself out of the suite. 

The countess made an appearance a 
week later, her face more gaunt, the 
splendid eyes sunken, and she had 
aged. 

"Chu-Chu, you have missed me?" 

"More than I can explain," he said, 
and willed himself to kiss the chalk- 
white cheek: the auburn wig fitted 
snugly over her head, but as she jerked 
her face to one side a curl moved and 


Continued on page 41 
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too much?” 
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1058 pFQyided sonie excellent 
dlvftrsionji fgr fans of tN "horror” filrp, 
•s well ris some of {he taitiest excuses 
for fantaafic cinema ever to be inflicted 
on th# public. 

In this survey, we'll try to give you as 
many entertaining examples of both 
types of films as we can cram in. 

Surtly in the forefront of the grotty 
category. Is "The Curse of The Faceiss 
Man", a feebleminded American effort 
Concerning the revival of an ossified 
victim of Pompeii, in an Italian 
museum. The papier-mache coated 
monstrosity gges on a m*Jfderous 
rampage, menacing varieus cuties, 
before coming, for the second time, to a 
bad end. 

We also saw the infamous double bill 
of 'T was a Teenage Frankenstein" and 
"I was A Teenage Werewolf". Both 
•tarred Whil Bissel In hilarious, 
anarling mad-doctor roles. In 
"Frankanitein", Be constructs a 
rubbar»fTiasked monster from the 
remains of teenage hot-rodders, after 
an auto crash. 

The greature, whose body is 
muscular and unscarred, but topped 
with the aforementioned mask-head, 
(one goggle-eye, scars galore, blacked 
teeth, and a few little hairs on top) goes 
stumbling wretchedly about, looking for 
sympathy, especially from semi-clad 
adolescent damsels, who scream a lot, 
at his advances; eventually, of course, 
monster and maker ere destroyed In 
the laboratory. 
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"I Was a Teenage Werewolf” has 
Bissel as a demented psychologist, who 
hypnotises violence-prone Michael 
Landon (Who went on to bigger and 
better? things, as "Little Joe" in 
"Bonanza") regressing him into a 
primitive, hairy, fangy state, in which 
he terrorises a young lady working out 
on the parallel bars in his high school, 
and sends the other pupils and faculty 
stampeding In panic, before escaping In 
death from the heartbreak of 
lycenthropy. 

There was also "Teenage Caveman", 
an early Corman production, starring a 
pre-U.N.C.L.E." Robert Vaughn, but let 
us draw a veil over that one . . 

America produced a rather better 
film, with another risible title; "I 
Married a Monster From Outer Space”, 
with Gloria Talbot andTom Tryon (Now 
quite a good author of occult fiction, 
including "The Other" and "Harvest 
Home"-) as the parties in this tragically 
mixed union. Tryon is possessed by a 
creature with a big lumpy head and fwo 
little snouts in the nose area, which is 
vanquished by the discovery of human 
emotion (presumably boredom) through 
the dreary Ms. Talbott. Certainly, 
however, a far superior effort to some 
of our other '58 goodies. 

Take "From Hell It Canie", a 
complicated tale of a jilted native leader 
on a remote tropical isle, who returns 
from death to take vengeance on his 
cheating mate and the ambitious witch 
doctor she was cheating with, 
predictably carrying off a blonde 
woman doctor in the confused course 
of things. Incidentally, the returning-to- 
life is done in the guise of an 
ambulatory tree stump with grumpy 
human features, which is referred to by 
the frenzied, Brooklyn-accented natives 
as a "Tobonga". This film is one of the 
all-time classic laugh-producers in the 
"Z" division, and any opportunity to see 




Top 3 photo* from "CURSE OF THE FACELESS MAN" 

Centra photo- "I MARRIED A MONSTER FROM OUTER SPACE" 
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it Should be taken advantage of. 

Other runners in the no-hoper stakes 
include "Attack of the Puppet People" 
with the immortal John Agar, "The 
Screaming Skull", in which a meanie 
attempts to drive his whining wife 
insane; "The Monster That Challenged 
the World", featuring a largish Mothra- 
like crawlie, supposedly the legendary 
"Kraken", and a straight-faced Hans 
Conreid; "The Blob" which is pretty 
well-known for starring the young 
Steve McQueen and has some good 
moments, as red "Jell-O" threatens a 
small American town; "The Monolith 
Monsters”; "Hercules”, which loosed 
the rippling, oil-coated Steve Reeves, 
and an endless series of bulging "sons” 
and relations (ibid. "Machiste”) upon a 
cringing world; "The Zombies of Mora 
Tau”, a very funny voodoo, .and lost 
treasure opus; "The Vampire", with an 
ageing John Beal as a doctor who 
injects himself with a dangerous 
serum, and becomes a bushy-browed 
bloodsucker; "Blood of Oracula"; A 
teenage girl vampire is produced by a 
deranged "feminist" teacher (male 
chauvinism rampant, in this one); 
"Monster on Campus" (A professor 
turns into one by carelessly getting 
coelacanth blood into a scratch on his 
arm) featuring Troy Donohue as a 
heroic student; and three dopey 
"giantism" features made to cash in on 
the interest in the worthwhile 
"Incredible Shrinking Man", They 
include "The Cyclops", "The Amazing 
Colossal Man", and (Really!) "the 
Attack of the 50-Foot Woman", in 
which a termagant grown to said 
proportions, lumbers about the 
landscape, searching for her erring 
husband, Harry, whom she finally takes 
with her in death, via electric wires. 
Finishing up, we have "Grip of the 
Strangler" and "Frankenstein 1970", 
two pretty dull numbers notable only 
for the presence of Boris Karloff, and 
"Attack of the Crab Monsters" in which 
big radioactive crabs with crepey 
eyelids take over human brains. 
(Another early Corman, with plenty of 
action and gore, anyway.) 
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Aboveshots from "RODAN" 


I "THE STRANGE WORLD OF PLANET X" 



Oh yes, perhaps some of our readers 
can identify this gill-man-type chap. I 
believe he stowed away in an 
earthbound space ship, and annihilated 
several crew members, but I can't recall 
the title. Is it "It, The Terror From 
Beyond Space" or isn't it? 
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Now, to rise a few notches in quality, 
we have one of the first and best of 
Toho's revenges for World War II; 
"Rodan" a delightfully naive and 
colourful adventure . . . 

Gruesome deaths in a Japanese 
mine lead the hero Shigieru, to venture 
far underground in an attempt to 
restore the name of the lovely Kio- 
San's brother, Goru, who is missing, 
and a prime suspect in the deaths. 
There in the depths, he discovers not 
only the slimy crawling insects 
responsible for the carnage, but two 
immense eggs, which proceed to hatch 
as he stands there, freaking. 

It was this scene, I recall, that caused 
my childhood companion to leave me 
alone in the cinema, and run blubbering 
home. (Couldn't blame him, as the first 
sight of Rodan and his sibling caused 
even the stalwart Shigeiru to lose his 
memory for about a quarter of the film). 

The "Rodans" are colossal 
pterodactyl-like creatures with pointy 
heads, loathsome leathery skin, and 
great scaly, floppy feet. Between them, 
they manage to flatten a scale-model 
Tokyo, and bring counties^ lives to a 
messy end, before being brought to bay 
over a volcano, where they immolate 
themselves, in a highly romantic 
Kamakazie gesture, as if aware that the 
modern world is not for them. I thought 
these original Rodans impressive, 
noble creatures, and shed quite a few 
kiddie tears, as they expired in flames, 
honking tragically. 

However. as Toho's products became 
worldwide moneymakers, one of the 
Rodans returned, along with the pre- 
viously reduced-to-a-skeleton Godzilla, 
to become a "good guy", (thus losing 
much of its appeal) and now dwells on 
"Monster Island” with the rest of the 
gang, called out of retirement now and 


then, to rescue civilisation from various 
saucer-people, and alien monsters. 

Britain produced "The Strange World 
of Planet X", a dullish tale of a visitor 
from space, starring (Arrgh . . .) Forrest 
Tucker. Most of the talky tale takes 
place in a pub, but we meet some 
monsters like the giant spider 
illustrated, towards the end. Another 
Tucker vehicle was "The Tollenberg 
Terror", a not-bad thriller depicting an 
attack of huge tentacled eyeballs, who 
make Alpine existence hectic indeed, 
until disposed of by Tucker and the RAF. 

Of course. Hammer was also 
producing the first in its 
"Frankenstein" and "Dracula" series to 


historic success; and 1958 saw the 
release of "The Revenge of 
Frankenstein". Cushing returns as the 
Baron, continuing his experiments in 
exile, and showing the more altruistic 
side of his motivations. Alas, the new 
creation deteriorates into a 
cannibalistic maniac, and more misery 
and mayhem result. This was not a 
particularly flashy entry in the series, 
but excellent performances and 
production values make it a minor gem. 

From America, we had 'The Fly", 
which remains a controversial film, 
admired by many buffs, derided by 
others. The plot concerns the ill- 
fortunes of one Andr6 Delambe, who 
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has invented a rather imperfect matter 
transmitter. In an enthusiastic but 
hasty attempt to project himself, 
Delambe gets all scrambled up with a 
housefly which has followed him into 
the booth. His body comes out with an 
enormous fly's head and claw, while 
the fly has a teensie human head and 
arm. Unable to capture the fly for a de- 
scrambling attempt, and also unable to 
control the murderous thoughts his fly- 
brain is havino, Delambe finally begs 
his wife to d('!rroy him in a hydraulic 
press. After sh - has forced herself to do 
this, she IS promptly accused of murder. 
(All evidence of the truth ' being 
squashed, of course.) Meanwhile, 
Delambe's son discovers the fly, about 
to be devoured by a spider, squeaking 
for help In a ludicrous cartoon voice. 
Family friend Vincent Price and the 
detective investigating the case, put an 
end to the hapless creature with a 
handy rock, and Mme Delambe is let off 
the hook. Silly as it is, "The Fly" has its 
moments, especially the transformed 
scientist's pathetic efforts to 
communicate with his wife. 

For more sophisticated tastes, there 
were Hitchcock's fascinating near- 
miss, "Vertigo", Tourneur's much 
admired and excellent "Night of the 
Demon"; Dreyer's "Ordet": "The 
Witches of Salem" adapted by Jean- 
Paul Sartre from Arthur Miller's "The 
Crucible", and starring Simone 
Signoret and Yves Montand; and 
Bergman’s soberly beautiful, if 
muddled, allegory, "The Seventh Seal”, 
all of which deserve far more extensive 
coverage than can be given here. 
Perhaps we'll re-visit some of them in 
the future. 

There were also two films 
worthwhile for Ray Harryhausen's 
special effects. "The Seventh Voyage of 
Sinbad", blighted by a bad script, and 
wooden acting from the humans, but 
spectacular and enjoyable all the same; 
and "Twenty Million Miles To Earth” 
featuring one of my favourite 
Harryhausen creatures, the 
bewhiskered and much abused "Ymir”. 


I (UNiCC FUHCIS 
GATSOH * HinHEVS ’ IITNK 
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Finally, there was a poorly received 
revival of "The Hunchback of Notre 
Dame" with Anthony Quinn: and "The 
Colossus of New York”, which I've 
never seen, and upon which there is a 
decided dearth of information. From the 
stills we have. It looks like a combina- 
tion of "Donovan's Brain" and "The 
Day the Earth Stood Still" , . . 

Next month, we’ll be skipping a 
decade, and romping through some of 
the famous (and the forgotten) "horror" 
films of 1968- As always, we look 
forward to reader comments on, and 
suggestions for future installments in 
this series. 





Centra top and Left: "THE COLOSSUS 
OF NEW YORK" 
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TRAPPED 76 DAYS ON 
CROCODILE ISLAND’ 

By NEIL TURNBULL 



They were surrounded by a sea of bloodthirsty beasts waiting for their next move. 
With no food or water, Weldon knew they'd have to fight their way out 


can’t believe it!” Ed Weldon gasped as he 
X stared at the reef where hours before his 
rented yacht, the Laura S. had run aground 
and imbedded herself in the jagged rocks. Only 
a few timbers bobbing on the surface indicated 
that the Laura S. had ever existed. 

"She’s gone!” he said more to himself than to 
his wife. Myra, and his one-man crew. Sam 
Langley. /Ml three were standing on the moon- 
lit beach of a small island in the Timor Sea, 


some 400 miles off the Northwestern coast of 
Australia. 

"Well, at least you didn't own the bloody old 
hulk.” Langley said with a strained laugh. 
"And as islands go, this ain't so bad. Keep a 
signal fire up and we’re sure to be rescued 
soon enough.^ 

Weldon— a tall, rugged-faced aircraft parts 
salesman originally from Cle\‘eland. Ohio— knew 
that Langley was lying about their being quickh 
rescued to keep their Continued on page 55 
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Music to murder by. . .Jack the Ripper is back, Ibis time 
he’s different, via song, dance and Comedy, This new west- 
end play about the Whitechapel fiend was written by 
Ron Pember. himself an Eastender. Pember, an actor with 
the Royal Shakespeare Co says; “This is a horror story 
withadifference. I have set it in one of the Mile End 
Music Halls and the gruesome acts of Jack are seen 
humorously through the eyes of the people that attend 
the music hall. We don’t show the killings in great detail. 
Once you have seen one girl killed, you’ve seen the lot. 

It is a musical about the way East Enders look at their 
owntragiciives.likethewarandtheblitz-. . .ina 
humorous way. 

The play stars Howard Southern as Jack tfte R\pper 
and features Terese Stevens as one of the victims. It is 
currently playing to packed houses at the Ambassadors 
Theatre. * 

Our critical review isquite simple. . .coniaihs many 
scenes of fun, terror, song and dance, well worth seeing. 
Director Reg Woolley gets the most out of the macabre. 


“I so like this ‘‘how — it has so murh ruihentic 
London flavour — strikingly directed and 
designed — expertise ensemble p>:rformances 
— this could easily become a w. ner.” 

— Felix Barker. Evening News 
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We would like to thank Miss J . Kind, for sending in this poster from her collection, and we 
feel it is an excellent follow-up to the King Kong featurai^issueTwo. 
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Millionaire big game hunter Tom Newcliffe (CALVIN 
LOCKHART) has assembled an odd assortment of guests at 
his hunting lodge: Arthur Bennington (CHARLES GRAY), 
a discredited ex-member of the Diplomatic Corps, ailing 
concert pianist Jan Jarmokowski (MICHAEL GAMBON) 
with his girl friend Davina Gilmore (CIARAN MADDEN), 
and Paul Foote (TOM CHADBON), high priest of 'pop' art. 
All have past associations connected with bizarre murders 
or the eating of human flesh. Completing the house party 
are Dr. Christopher Lundgren (PETER CUSHING), a Nordic 
expert on the loiip garoii, Newcliffe's beautiful wife 
Caroline (MARLENE CLARK) and, behind the scenes, 
electronics expert Pavel (ANTON OIFFRING). 




What he does not tell his guests is that they are under 
the constant surveillance of Pavel via television and that he 
has assembled modern scientific weapons with which to 
hunt the beast. 

During the night the hidden microphones bleep and Pavel 
alerts Newcliffe that his computer identifies a large four- 
legged animal on the grounds. Seizing his rifle and radio and 
guided by Pavel, Newcliffe converges on his target. As a 
black shape launches out of the shadows, he fires rapidly 
with silver bullets - even the touch of silver means almost 
instantaneous death to a werewolf but the beast moves 
on. heading straight for the house. 

As Newcliffe runs towards the house, he is hatted by a 
chilling scream. In the control room he finds a horribly 
mutilated Pavel and shattered electronic equipment. Any 
future attempt to kill the werewolf must be made without 
them. 

The next morning Newcliffe explains to his angry and 
frightened guests that they must stay one more night as the 
conditions are still perfect. He ignores Davina's request that 
she take the ailing Jan, whose condition has weakened, to a 
doctor. He tells them that he has put every car on the estate 
out of order and given the servants a week off. The’ phonos 
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Die 
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At dinner Newclitte nx|)kiins his purpose Ici Hie quests, 
he is out to kill llii; hiyuesl guiiu; o1 all, a werewolf. Accord 
ing lo Lundgren, medical fads iirove that the werewolf does 
exist and a man or a woman can tall a victim to the 
disease and become one. In the early stages, says Lundgren, 
the werewolf can regain human shape almost at will, but as 
the urge to feed on human flesh grows, the werewolf takes 
over completely from the human being, 

Newcliffe explains further: he has gathered together in 
this isolated spot a number of possible suspects. There is a 
full moon — when the man or woman will be compelled to 
turn into a werewolf. Every inch of the estate is electronically 
'bugged': Newcliffe will track down the werewolf, corner it 
and kill it. 

After dinner that night Newcliffe hears the howling of a 
wolf in the grounds. Grabbing a sub-machine gun with silver 
bullets, he races upstairs to check on the guests. Jan and 
Paul Foote are missing. Taking off in a waiting helicopter, 
the whole of the estate becomes visible to him via infra-red 
television. Suddenly the screen shows an enormous wolf 
loping towards the protection of the barn. As the helicopter 
lands, Newcliffe runs towards the barn, firing as he goes. 

At this moment Caroline arrives with the family dog on 
a lead. In the straw two red eyes gleam viciously, and a 
moment later dog and werewolf join in battle. As the 
werewolf hurtles out of the barn, Newcliffe fires, but not in 
time to save the pilot from the werewolf. Instead, his 
bullets penetrate the fuel tank of the helicopter, which 
explodes In a sheet of flame. 

When Newcliffe returns to the house, he finds Bennington 
in his room, savaged and dead. 

At breakfast next morning Newcliffe points out that two 
killings in one night means that the disease has taken firmer 
hold. "I warn you," he says, "the beast must die . . . and 
will." 

That night Newcliffe tries the silver test; he asks everyone 
to put a silver bullet into the mouth. As Caroline does so, 
her hand becomes covered with coarse hair. Before the 
astounded guests, Caroline changes into a werewolf and 
springs at her husband. He fires. Lundgren explains to the 
weeping Newcliffe that Caroline, through a cut on her hand, 
must have been infected by her dog, which had been bitten 
by the werewolf in battle. The original werewolf is still at 
large) 

As if to prove this, Paul Foote is discovered in the hall 
his throat ripped away. With one silver bullet left, Newcliffe 
goes out into the night. At the edge of the lawn stands an 
enormous werewolf which disappears into the undergrowth. 
In a clearing in the woods man and beast confront each 
other. The werewolf leaps - and Newcliffe fires. As the 
beast dies, it reverts into the body of the guest who had 
been the werewolf all the time. 

When Newcliffe returns to the house, he sees a livid 
wound on his shoulder where the werewolf's fangs have 
torn the flesh. Only too well, he knows what that means. 

Newcliffe is now the beast who must die! 





THE GOTHIQUE FILM SOCIETY 



"World of Horror” readers, especially in 
ihe London area, might well investigate 
the Gothique Film Society; a specialised 
club devoted to presenting films in ihe 
lantasy and horror realm. Now in its 
eighth year, the society has in the area of 
20<) members, and its presidents include 
Christopher Lee. Bob Monkhouse and 
Terence Fisher. 

Members get the opportunity to view 
many extremely rare films. Past offerings 
include “Mad Love" (a version of “The 
Hands of Orlac” starring Peter Lorre); the 
original "Nosferatu". “The Old Dark 
House" and "The Ghoul” (one of Karloffs 
“lost" films). 

Every year, the society is visited by 
William K. Everson, a noted American 
film historian and author, who has 
provided some very unusual films. 




This year, the Goihique's season is 
scheduled to include Korda’s wonderful 
"Thief of Bagdad", with Conrad Veidl as 
“Jaffar" providing one of the most 
irresistibly attractive villains in screen 
history, a splendid score by Miklos Rozsa, 
good special effects, and to top it all off, 
Sabu, at the height of his strange career. 
Other treats include “Return of the, 
Vampire", with Lugosi still in pretty good 
form, skulking about as the loathesomc 
"Armand 1 esla"; “The Tunnel". "A Game 
of Death", "Blood of Frankenstein". 
"Incense For the Damned", "The Road 
to Mandalay" (Chaney. Sr.). "Nothing 
But The Night", and ‘Theatre Of Death" 
as tribute to Society officer Christopher 
Lee. ("Theatre of Death" is a very good 
thriller, and provides one of Lee's best 
roles.) There will also be the 
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aforementioned visit from Mr. Everson, 
and two “surprise" showings. 

In addition, the society's occasional 
lecturers have included such important 
figures as Ray Harryhausen, and the 
auditorium provides a meeting place and 
trading post, of sorts, to film buffs of 
similar tastes. 

The 1974 —75 season begins Hi October, 
and the Secretary. Mr. Robin James, will 


provide further information. He can be 
reached at 75 Burns Avenue. Feltham, 
Middlesex, 

The programmes are held at the 
Holburn Library Hall, 32 38 Theobalds 
Road. London, W.C.I (Holburn & 
Chancery l.ane tubes) 

The membership fee of £2.50 seems 
quite reasonable, considering all the 
Gothique has to offer. For those with a 
serious interest in fantastic cinema, it 
certainly looks like one of the places to be 
this fall, “W of H" readers will 
undoubtedly find much to fascinate and 
entertain them there. 

As we go to press. Mr. James informs us 
of an additional interesting prospect. For 
its tenth anniversary, the Gothique is 
hoping to organize a two - day Horror 
and Fantasy Convention in London, as a 
celebration. We are eagerly looking 
forward to further details on this 
ambitious project, which should provide 
thinking "horror" film fans with a great 
deal of entertainment and enrichment. 



The Name of the Game . . . Violence. 
Rollerball. a game of the 21st 
century, and also the name of the film 
being shot by Norman Jewison on 
location at Munich's futuristic 
basketball stadium, brings real life 
violence to the magic screen. At least 
the £2 million being spent on the film 
should make it seem real life. 

The movie features a world no 
longer managed by different govern- 
ments, but by several giant corpora- 
tions. People are cared for in every 
possible way, and society is free of 
crime and all disease, except one. the 
disease of boredom. 

The monster companies invent 
"Rollerball”, a brutal game similar to 
a type of roulette. A ten pound steel 
ball is shot at 15 m.p.h. around the 
top of a sloping track and two teams 
of ten men, 3 of which are motorcyle 
mounted, seven on roller skates, try 
to throw it into a goal. There are no 
rules and violence is supreme. 
Athletics have returned to scenes of 
ancient Rome. The film stars James 
Cann. (He previously appeared as 
"Sonny" in "The Godfather") 


LONDON, 
THE SECRET 
CITY 


‘HOW ABOUT 
THAT’... 

Birmingham must be one of 
the few cities in the world 
that can boast of a 20 ft. high 
gorilla in its centre. The fibre- 
glass monster is the work of 
N. Monro and is reported as 
qu ite a tourist attraction. 


s' handy pockei guide contains enough bizarre 
and little— known places of interest to make it a worthwhile 
investment even for Londoners of long standing. Chapter 
headings include “Murderers' London." a section best avoided by 
the squeamish, as the author goes into great detail about the 
activities of "Jack the Ripper”. Haigh ("The Vampire of South 
Kensington"). Christie, the contemporary Krays, and several 
other particurlarly inventive killers. Maps are provided for the 
amateur criminologist who might wish to visit the scenes of these 
grim activities. 

The “Unusual Pubs" are unusual indeed, including a place 
called “Dirty Dick's" which sounds a bit loo weird to be true, but 
certainly worth a visit. “Famous Sights" is devoted to the unusual 
aspects of well-known tourist meccas, such as the exhibit of 
waxworks and effigies of historical figures over— looked by most 
visitors to Westminster Abbey. You can also v iew the mummy of 
Jeremy Beniham. the philosopher, .seated, with his walking stick 
in a glass case near the entrance hall at University college, where 
he was interred at his own request, hoping that his presence would 
ensure his continued influence over the institution. His ghost has 
been frequently sighted, dressed in the same attire as the mummy, 
prowling the halls at night, with his walking-stick. 

The author seems to have gone to considerable lengths o 
provide accuracy, and his observations are made with intelligence 
jnd wit. A very' valuable little paperback, this, and available for 
.50p from Ocean Books Ltd. 17 Shaftesbury A\e, Wt. Treat 
yourself to a copy, and start exploring 
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A GREAT NEW 
MAGAZINE 
COVERING 


WITCHCRAFT THE 
SUPERNATURAL 



kf\K5 Of 

When a young Qirl Is found dead with two fang marks on her neck 
the farmers of Kleinenberg know who is responsible — the evil 
Count Dracula (Christopher Lee). They decide to take immediate 
action and march on his castle armed with bundles of straw and 
plenty of oil. They set fire to the castle, and as they watch the blaze 
from a safe distance, they feel sure that, once and for ell, the Count 
has met his end . . . 

Sarah Framson (Jenny Hanley) is delighted when her boyfriend 
(Christopher Matthews) arrives at her birthday party, even though 
he is late. He gives her a beautiful locket containing her 
photograph, but, noticing that the glass is cracked, takes it back, 
promising to have it repaired. 

The party is interrupted by the arrival of the Burgomaster's 
servants, looking for Paul. Itseems the Burgomaster's daughter has 
accused Paul of 'interfering' with her. In fact, she very much 
enjoyed the interference, but Paul isn't going to hang about and 
explain. He dives through a window, and lands smack on the 
Burgomaster's coach. The horses take fright and gallop off into the 
darkness. 

In trying to stop the runaway coach, Paul falls off, He is unhurt, 
but it is the deed of night, and he is miles from anywhere. 
Eventually, he stumbles upon an inn, but much to his surprise, he is 
refused entry. Back on the road, he comes across an untended 
black coach. He climbs in and falls asleep. 

When he wakes up, the coach is outside a bleak, forbidding 
castle. While he is looking round, a lovely girl, Tama (Anoushka 
Hempel) appears and invites him in. He is quick to comply, and 
minutes later comes face to face with the owner of the castle — 
Count Draculat 

The Count is coldly polite. He explains that recently some people 
tried to destroy bis castle, but only partly succeeded. He offers Paul 
a bed tor the night, and although unnerved by his host's 
appearance and manner, Paul is too tired to refuse. He is shown to 
his room by Klove (Patrick Troughton), Dracuia's crippled servant, 
and, minutes later, when Tania appears and begs him to make love 
to her, he feels that maybe the castle isn't such a bad place after all. 
But in the morning, he awakes to find Dracula savagely stabbing 
Tania to death beside him . . . 

Paul's disappearance worries Sarah. It also worries his brother, 
Simon (Dennis Waterman), so they set out to try to find him. Their 
search leads them to the inn where Paul was refused entry, and 
they, too, receive very brusque treatment. But the barmaid (Wendy 
Hamilton) tells them that Paul was there and that he went on to the 
castle. Following the girl's directions, they reach the castle, where 
they are met by Dracula. He denies having seen Paul, and insists 
they stay thenight. 

Later, when Sarah is asleep, Dracula enters her room, intent on 
drinking her blood. But he is forstalled by the crucifix she wears 
round her neck. Angrily, he orders Klove to take it off. A terrified 
Klove refuses. When clearing up after Tania's murder, he found 
Paul's locket and fell in love with the picture in it. Recognising 
Sarah, he refuses to help Dracula harm her, 

Next morning, Simon finds the locket in Klove's room — proof 
that Paul IS in the castle. He orders Klove to tell him where, but the 
pathetic servent refuses. However, he begs Simon to take Sarah 
away before Dracula returns, Simon takes his advice, and he and 
Sarah escape in Dracuia's coach. 

They return to the inn, seeking sanctuary once egein, and once 
again they are turned away. But a priest offers to help, and takes 
them to a church, insisting that they rest till the morning. He 
explains that Dracula is a vampire, and vampires cannot operate in 
daylight. He also insists on helping Simon and Paul, and when 
morning comes, the pair set out for the castle, leaving Sarah in the 
safety of the church. 

On this last, fateful visit to the castle, Simon finds his brother. He 
Is dead, horribly murdered by Dracula. Simon determines to kill the 
evil Count before he can cause any more misery. Bui killing 
Dracula, Prince of Darkness is no easy task, as the farmers found, 
and before Simon can avenge his brother's death, he has to face 
moments of stark horror, played out against the terrifying backdrop 
of Dracuia's eerie cliff -top castle. 
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When we first investigated the possibility of using Dr. Who as a feature article in World of 
Horror we dicin t realise just how popular the series really was. 

The first aired the program in 1963 and ten years later it's still going strong. 

During the Dr. Who decade literally hundreds of monsters have groped, swam, attacked 
and screamed their way across the lens of the one eyed monster. 


THE mflnv 
monSTERS DF 
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After examininq the creatures 
involved, we have decided to make 
"The Many Monsters of Dr. Who" 
into a four-part feature. We trust 
you will agree that the creations 
involved are more than youth 
oriented. 


As well as the variety of creepies, 
the series has had three actors in 
the title role, and the fourth Is about 
to take his place on the stage of 
fantasy. 

The first "Dr. Who," played by 
William Hartnell from 1963 to 
1966, appeared as an eccentric 
Victorian septuagenarian, dressed 
in frock-coat complete with winged 
collar. He remembers, with a fond 
heart, the time he opened a local 
fete. He was dressed in his Dr. Who 



clothes and turned up In an old car, 
owned by a friend. "I'll never forget 
the moment we arrived," he says. 
"The youngsters converged on the 
car, cheering and shouting, their 
faces all lit up. I knew then just how 
much "Dr. Who" really meant to 
them." 

Just think, most of those children 
are now in their twenties. How 
about you? Do you recall those first 
years of the series with a fond 
heart? 





The second "Dr. Who," 1966 to 
1969 brought Patrick Troughton to 
the part. He was zany, extravagant, 
and somewhat a clown. His off- 
beat humour helped to take the 
terror out of the scary scenes. The 
Yeti were his favourite creatures — 
"lovely things, I had a soft spot for 
them." 

He felt his interpretation of the 
Dr. had to be wildly different from 
Hartnell's version as indeed it was 


Troughton believes that "Dr. Who',' 
can be extremely frightening for 
young children, so his Dr. gave re- 
assurance. 

John Pertwee, was "Dr. Who " 
from 1970-74. He appeared as a 
dashing man of action, much addic- 
ted to gadgets and spectacular 
modes of transport, he was flam- 
boyant, but precise. His favourite 
monsters are the Draconians and 
feels that they were very authentic. 


agree. He remembers. "We were 
on location and I was talking to an 
actor dressed as a Draconian 
during a shooting break. There we 
were, sitting on top of a gravel pit, 
discussing outer space and life on 
other planets. I became completely 
engrossed in the conversation and 
suMenly realised that, quite 
unconsciously, I was talking to the 
man as though he really were a 
creature from another world. A 
most weird experience. It goes to 


We tend to show you just how Dr. 
Who can get into your blood." 

"Dr, Who," number 4, will be 
played by Tom Baker. We will have 
to wait and see what he will bring 
to the role. No doubt a new dimen- 
sion will enter the character. 

We, at World of Horror, offer our 
sincere thanks to the 'Beeb' 
great series and wish you 
success in the future. Next 
we will be looking at more 
monsters in part 2. 


D inosaurs were nightmare 

monsters which ' inhabited the 
earth millions of years before 
man appeared on the scene. The name 
"dinosaur" is Greek for “terrible 
lizard". 

But why. after dominating the world 
for more than 100 million years, did 
these gigantic beasts die out and be- 
come extinct? It is still a mystery. 
Before we take up the theories that 
have been put forward as a solution, 
let’s have a look at some of the biggest 
stars of the dinosaur scene. 

The experts agree that the meat- 
eating Tyrannosaurus was the most 
terrible and savage of all dinosaurs. He 
lived about 75 million years ago. 
Tyrannosaurus means "tyrant lizard", 
and he must indeed have put the 
frighieners up all the other creatures 
of his time. 

Tyrannosaurus was the biggest killer 
ever to walk the earth. He was a flesh- 
ripping carnivore who preyed on other 
dinosaurs. He stood 16 feet UN. 
measured 40 feet from head to tail-end. 
and weighed about .seven tons. 

His enormous head was about four 



Stegosaurus 
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feet long and his great jaws were 
equipped with fearsome teeth, each six 
inches long and backward curving. The 
clawed feet of his massive legs were 
used for gripping and tearing his prey, 
but his liny, stunted forelimbs must 
have been useless. 

Other meat-eaters similar to Tyran- 
nosaurus, but smaller, were the Mega- 
losaurus and Allosaurus. which lived 
about 150 million years ago. The 
gigantic, long-necked sauropods were 
among the victims of the aggressive 
carnivorous dinosaurs. 

The sauropods which included the 
Brontosaurus. Brachiosaurus. Diplo- 
docus and Cetiosaurus— were harmless 
vegetarians that spent most of their 
lime in the swamps and lakes because 
the water helped support their truly 
enormous bulk, and protected them 
against the land walking meat-eaters. 

The Brachiosaurus was the largest 
of all dinosaurs, tipping the scales at 
50 tons. Yet its tiny walnut brain 
weighed only seven ounce.s. To help 
control its mountain of flesh and bones, 
the Brachiosaurus (like the other 
.sauropods) had a second brain in the 
rear region, which governed the action 
of its legs and tail. 

The sauropods with their long vul- 
nerable necks had little defence against 
the jaw snapping meat-eaters, except 
their whip-like tail. The Allosaurus. for 
example, must have waited for the 
slow-moving sauropod to lumber out 
of the water and then altacked it. sink- 
ing his rows of spiked teeth into the 
sauropod's serpent neck and almost 
biting it in two with a single snap of 
his ferocious jaws. 

The Stegosaurus, which lived about 



Diplodocus 


extinct long before the first humans 
trod the earth: man has only been 
around about two million years. The 
truth is we don't know what happened, 
all we have are theories. 

One theory is that a virulent dino- 
saur disease wiped them out. Another 
theory is that an exploding star flooded 
the earth with radiation. Some believe 
that the dino.saurs grew too big for 
their tiny brains to manage. 

There is the theory that, as new 
kinds of plants evolved, which had 
tougher leaves and .stems, the vege- 
tarian dinosaurs did not change fast 
enough to cope with the new condi- 
tions and died of starvation. And 
because the meat-eaters lived olT the 
vegetarians, they also died out. 

The latest theory, put forward by 
Profes.sor Heinrich Erben of the Bonn 
Institute, suggests that the dino.saurs 
vanished because of overcrowding. 


THEDmOSAUB 




Professor Erben thinks that as a 
severe climatic change slowly turned 
the sub-tri'pical landscape to desert, 
the dinosaurs became overcrowded in 
the last remaining water regions. These 
cramped conditions led to a disturb- 
ance in the dinosaurs' hormone bal- 
ance which seriously affected their 
eggs. 

The egg shells became so thin that 
they very easily broke or dried out. 
with the result lhai not enough baby 
dinosaurs were hatched and the world 
population slowly declined into 'extinc- 
tion. 

Weil, that's what the experts think. 
Have you got a theory of your own? 
Why not write in and tell us. 


150 million years ago. was better 
equipped to ward off the meat-eaters. 
This vegetarian, about 30 feet long, had 
a powerful tail studded with deadly 
spikes of bone. When altacked. the 
Stegosaurus used his destructive tail 
like a massive club. He was also pro- 
tected by upright armoured plates that 
ran the length of his back. 

Another plant-eating dinosaur wcil 
able to look after himself was the 
Triceratops. who lived about 90 mil- 
lion years ago. Triceratops. about 26 
feel long, was the largest of the horned 
dinosaurs. His great battering-ram 
head was protected by a heavy shield 
of bone, from which projected two 
long horns and a shorter one on his 
snout. 

So what happened to these fantastic 
creatures? Why did they di.sappear 
.some 65 million years ago? They were 

Triceratops 
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he had a glimpse of flesh-coloured 
•ticking plaster. 

"You are a beautiful liar, and do not 
touch my head. I have told you before." 
"Sorfy.’’ He straightened up. 

"Today," she said simply, "we move 
down to the Seaside. Eastbourne. You 
will (ike it. Assist Sreselda to pack." 

"Yeb, Madam," he stressed the title 
with ah ironic undertone, but the 
countess did not seem to notice. 

"There’s a good Chu-Chu. Run 
along." 

The hired Rolls-Bentley ran them 
down to the coast, and Gore, yvho hated 
solitude, glared at the red-brick house 
with distaste. It was situated someway 
from the town, squatting like a broody 
hen in the centre of a large overgrown 
lawn, and there was no other residence 
in sight, only poppy-spotted fields, and 
an endless expanse of sea bathing the 
white feet of towering cliffs. 

Their life, in this quiet, peaceful 
place, assumed a kind of brooding calm, 
and Gore found himself relaxing, letting 
the quietness take hold of him, and lure 
him into a sense of security. 

The countess made no physical 
demands on him now. being content 
that he should sit at her feet, usually in 
the garden for the weather was 
glorious, while she talked. 

Gore gave the appearance os being a 
good listener, for that was part of his 
stock in trade, but in fact he paid little 
heed to what she said She had lived a 
pretty full life, he gathered, but there 
was no mention of a husband, although 
lovers and casual affairs seemed to 
form an army that stretched back over 
some thirty years. Once she aroused 
him from a light doze by snapping 
suddenly; 

"Do you ever experiment, Chu- 
Chu?" 

"Hmm," he sat up, suddenly mindful 
of his fifty pounds a day. "No. Why?" 
"Don’t” 


There was a long silence, and Gore 
allowed his eyelids to droop. Then she 
was talking again, and her voice was 
like the hum of a distant bee. 

He never did remember or 
understand what she was talking 
about; there was some reference to 
ancient rites celebrated in a deserted 
grotto, and he supposed she was 
reca.Iing some drag session, but was 
too bored to question her. The days and 
evenings passed, and Gore began to 
put on weight. 

One night he was disturned by the 
sound of an angry voice, and after he 
had shaken sleep from his dulled brain, 
realised it was Greselda’s, She was in 
the countess's room and seemed to be 
arguing with rising heat. She spoke 
rapidly in a laguage Gore supposed was 
Greek, and the other woman broke iip 
with a vehement "No” several times, 
then both their voices rose in verbal 
battle, intermingling, one harsh, 
demanding, the other fearful, 
protesting. 

Greselda came out on to the landing, 
still talking in that swift, savage tone, 
and Gore leapt from his bed when he 
heard the key being turned in his 
bedroom door. The maid said: 

"Stay where you are. Do not try to 
come out, this is none of your 
business." 

He heard her go into the bathroom, 
there was a rattle of metal, as though a 
knife had tapped on a plate, then the 
footsteps crossed the landing and 
entered the countess’s bedroom. 

"No — no," the countess's voice was 
high-pitched; Greselda spoke softly 
now, coaxing, soothing, and her efforts 
seemed to be rewarded, for the other 
woman after a while ceased to protest. 

A sudden silence fell upon the little 
house, save for the perpetual murmur 
of the nearby sea, and the wild beating 
of his heart. Then like a thunderclap it 
came. An ear-splitting scream, the 
pounding of naked feet, a dull thud, and 
the crash of a metal dish striking the 
landing wall. The scream sank to a 
moan, and emerged into a repeated 
"No — no — no," with Greselda 
providing a background of pleading, 
angry demands. 

Gore wrenched at his door, the 
handle came off; then he rushed to the 
fireplace, took up a poker and jammed 
its point between the door and frame. 
The wood splintered, then the door flew 
open, and he was out on the landing. 

The first object that caught his eye 
was a kidney-shaped enamel dish; it lay 
in the centre of the carpet and nearby 
was an open, blood-stained, cut-throat 
razor. Gore remembered the scene he 
had witnessed in the hotel, and felt the 
familiar sickening disgust, only now 
there was an unexpected element of 
pity. Greselda came out of the 


countess's bedroom carrying a rolled 
napkin in one hand, her face was 
marred by a darkening bruise under one 
eye, and her usually prim, tightly bound 
hair hung down to her shoulders She 
glared at Gore, who said angrily, "Why 
don’t you fetch a doctor?" 

"Mind your business, and get back to 
your room.” 

"It is my business. Do you want to kill 
her? If you don’t fetch a doctor, I will." 

The woman's face tightened, the 
eyes became black slits of gleaming 
darkness, and her lips parted into a 
ferocious grin. 

"Listen, pretty boy Do you think 
Madam would not have a doctor, if 
there was anything he could do? Aye? 
Do you think she let old Greselda play 
with throat-cut razor if there was any 
other way? Ask her. " S he pointed to the 
open bedroom door, "why not you ask 
her? I ask her.” She raised her voice. 
"You want your young man fetch 
doctor?" 

"Nol” The scream of denial made 
Gore retreat a few steps "No, go back. 
Do not come in. Go . . " 

Greselda giggled; a horrible little 
titter, 

"Go back to bed, pretty boy, and 
tomorrow when Madam is better, you 
play with her. She fondle your hair and 
feed you cream cakes. No one help her 
now, she no want doctor, no want 
Greselda — she no want help 
anymore," She nodded slowly, looking 
like an old she-wolf. "So be it. Go 
now." 

Gore looked at the open bedroom 
door, the enamel dish on the carpet, the 
blood-stained cut-throat razor, then 
went back to his bed. 

The countess did not come down 
until dinner time the following day, and 
Gore, whose curiosity was now tinged 
with a feeling of unexplainable dread, 
eyed her ravaged face anxiously 
Outwardly, at least, she was calm, a 
black dress draped her slim form, and a 
matching scarf covered the whole of 
her head, being tied in a know under 
her chin, She ate little, but drank much, 
emptying glass after glass of fiery 
Tuscan wine that Gore found barely 
palatable. The wine brought no colour 
to her cheeks, but it loosened her 
tongue, played havoc with her usually 
preciseEnglish. 

"So, little Chu-Chu, you worry about 
me. Greselda say you worry a lot, want 
to call doctor. That is true, yes?" 

"I was concerned about you," Gore 
nodded, and rather to his surprise, 
realised he spoke the truth. 'If you are 
ill, you should see a doctor " 

"You know nothing about it,’ she 
shouted at him, her eys blaring. 


Continued on page 62 
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In several interviews. Lugosi expounds 
upon acting, with what might be called a 
"method” actor’s philosophy (which is 
curiously entirely removed from his 
namhoyanily melodramatic style of film 
acting, which is rather absurd, even by the 
standards ot his own time). However 
comical some viewers might llnd his 
performances today, Lugosi w-as always 
serious in his approach, particularly in 
"horror" roles. In a press release for “The 
Raven", he is quoted as saying: "11 for one 
moment you laugh at yourself, or stop 
being earnest about it. the audience will 
never he convinced." 

Lugosi was a first lieutenant in the 
Hungarian infantry during the lirst world 
war. and afterwards took roles in several 
H ungarian and German silent films under 
the name of Aris/tid Olt. In 1^24, 
however, the “Bela Kuhn" uprising caused 
him to emigrate, and he worked as a .stage 
actor in New York, where he learnt his 
first role phonetically, "Like the music of a 
song.” and evidently got away with it, as 
" Lhc Red Poppy" led to roles of some 
importance in "Arabesque", "Open 
Hou-se"'. "The Devil in the Cheese", and 
eventually the title role in Broadway's 
1927 production of “Dracula". 

He continued to work in films, per- 
forming under l od Browning in a thriller 
called "The Ihirteenih Chair". Brow ning ‘ 
had wanted Lon Chaney for the rote of the 
vampire count when plans were made to 
Him "Dracula". but Chaney's illness and 
death intervened- Browning eventually 
recalled working with Lugosi, and as the 
latter had achieved great success with the 
part on stage, he was the natural choice to 
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l-« Blasko. on 29 October. 1882, the 
I J son of a Baron, who was a well- 
known banker in the town of 
Lugos, Hungary. Bela was well-educated, 
and it was his interest in Shakespeare 
which led him to consider acting as a pro- 
lession. 

One story has it, that disappointed 
because a visiting theatre troupe was 
unable to perform "Romeo and Juliet", 
due to the illness of the romantic lead, 
young Lugosi, who knew the role by heart, 
volunteered, and made his debut as ^ 

Romeo.'Yhis may well he a press agent’s 
lanlasy. but Lugosi certainly did play 
Romeo at the Maygar Theatre in 
Budapest, where he tackled many other “N 

classical rolc.s, his lyivouritc being that of 
Rostand's Cyrano'de Bergerac. In fact, in 
his early career, he was something of a 
matinee idol.' unfortunately for him, as he 
never seemed to be able to reconcile 
himself to character roles, and always 
avoidtd. it" he had the choice, any part 
which required transforming his features 
through make-up. 
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recreate it for the talkies. Today. 
"Dracula" is still an eerie film, but more 
due to the atmosphere created by 
cameraman Karl Freund, than to 
Browning’s static direction of a static 
script, and the hyperthyroid histrionics of 
the cast. Still, there is a certain fascin- 
ation (even for those of us who grew up 
with the more convincing menace of 
Christopher Lee's portrayal) in Lugosi’s 
uniquely cadenced voice and lipsticky leer. 
Actually, because he is so peculiar in 
speech and appearance by current 
standards, he is perhaps more of a 
"monster" than today's more attractive 
and sympathetic personifications. Waking 
in the middle of the night to find Bela 
Lugosi breathing on one's jugular would 
have redeeming erotic value for very few 
modern women. 

At any rate. Universal's 1931 version 
was an enormous success, and began the 
first great cycle of “Horror” films. 
(Historian Denis Gifford calls- Browning's 
"Dracula"; "the first horror film”.) 

In Lugosi. Universal's Lammele 
thought he had found l-on Chaney s 
successor. However, when “Frankenstein" 
was in the early stages, and the reluctant 
Lugosi vi :is tested for the Creature in Jack 
Pierce’s original ‘•Golem"-inspired 
makeup, he ‘Looked like something out 
of 'Babes in Toyland'," and still 
considering his features too expressive to 
hide behind make-up. he rejected the role 
which was to make Boris Karloffs 
fortune, and which he would eventually 
attempt himself, as his pathetic decline 
began. 

Although Lugosi's accent was described 
as “slight” by the fawning press of the 30's. 
other authorities maintain that much of 
his subsequent bad luck derived from the 
fact that he never bothered to become 
proficient in the English Language: con- 
sidering his mere presence enough to 
please the audience, even if they could 
barely understand him. 

He did consent to be heavily made upas 
the bestial Sayer of the Law in the 1932 
“Island Of Lost Souls", which ironically 
proved one of his most effective perform- 



Lugosi, although he was not achieving 
the heights he and Universal studios had 
hoped for, was making good money, 
which he had a tendency to gamble away, 
and was still a box-office draw of sorts. He 
maintained that he received a great deal of 
mail from infatuated women, but it seems 
the general public regarded him still as just 
an amusingly “dilTerent” performer. 

Universal began casting him with Boris 
Karloff, who, with his versatility and more 
sympathetic acting style had already 
achieved “star" status. They appeared 
together in “The Black Cat", another film 
destined for distribution problems because 
of its sadism, devil-worship (changed to 
sun-worship by U.K. censors)and implic- 
ations of necrophilia. Lugosi was cast in 
the role of Vitus Verdegast, who, in 
avenging his own imprisonment, and his 
wife's death, murders theSatanist Karloff, 
rescues the vapid heroine, and is shot by 
the confused hero for his efforts. This film 
is still remarkable for its fine expressionist 
sets and costumes, and Karloff and 
Lugosi, for all their stylistic differences, 
work well together. 

They were teamed twice in 1 935, in “The 
Raven” a bizarre little film about a Poe- 
obsessed surgeon (Lugosi), with a private 
torture chamber, who mutilates a convict 


ances. So frightening was this adaption of 
H. G, Well's tale of the mad vivisectionist 
Dr. Moreau (Charles Laughton at his 
nastiest) that it was banned outright in j 
Britain and until recently, heavily | 
suppressed in America. 

Lugosi, disguised as sort of a baboon- 
creature. chanting the "law" of Dr. 
Moreau's animal-men in his strange voice, 
with a chorus of monsters responding in 
howls and grunts around a flickering fire, 
is perhaps one of the most horrific scenes 
in films. Considering its disturbing effect, 
even today, it is small wonder that “Island 
of Lost Souls” had censorship problems. 

1932 was a busy year for Bela Lugosi, as 
he also took the part of Dr. Mirakle in 
Robert Florey’s very free adaptation of 
Poe’s “Murders in the Rue Morgue”, and 
just one year after the role of Dracula 
brought him stardom, he was lent to the 
low-budget Halpern Brothers to make 
‘White Zombie". This seldom-seen film 
has been praised for its atmosphere, and 
for a particularly sinister interpretation by 
Lugosi of the part of the zombie-maker 
Legendre, complete with a vulture mascot. 
However, an extremely lame script, and 
poor supporting cast seem to have been 
too great a handicap for its survival, except 
asacuriosity. 
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(KarlofO to assure his assistance in 
abducting the heroine. This time it is | 

Karloff who saves the damsel, gets shot by 
Lugosi, but has the final victory, as the ! 

young lovers are spared, and Lugosi is i 

destroyed in his own invention, a room I 

with closing-inwalls. 

In “The Invisible Ray" Lugosi portrays > 

a sceptical scientific colleague of Karloffs, ' 

who scoffs at the notion of harnessing 
energy from outer space, and is eventually i 

murdered by a radioactively glowing and 
quite unhinged Karloff. Lugosi’s part is a 
relatively minor one, and the audiences’ 
sympathy is all for Karloff, as the idealist 
destroyed by his own aspirations. 

Lugosi was to have another of his best 
roles appearing opposite Karloffs 
Monster in “Son of Frankenstein" as the 
scruffy and deranged shepherd Ygor. 

Again, his features being obscured (a 
grizzled beard, and greasy hair hanging 
over his eyes) seems to enhance, rather 
than hinder, his robustly baroque per- 
formance. "Ygor” also took part in "The 
Ghost of Frankenstein” a rather less 
successful venture, although still con- 
sidered one of the classic “Frankenstein" 
films. This time, the Monster was under- 1 

taken by the large but listless Lon Chaney '■ 

Jr., whose shortcomings only accented the 
absence of his predecessor. Lugosi’s Ygor, 
however, was still a most entertaining 
grotesque. ■ 

In 1935. Lugosi would return to the | 

“Dracula” image for Tod Browning, who 
was remaking the silent Chaney vehicle. 

“London After Midnight", entitled "Mark 

of the Vampire". The film has moments of I 

eerie beauty, especially the scenes of the 

vampire girl Luna, (Carroll Borland) 

flying through the night; and Lugosi still 
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manages plenty of menace, although he 
seems to have aged rapidly in four years. 
“Mark of the Vampire" is spoilt, however, 
by the denoument of having the vampires 
turn out to be actors, in a complex ruse to 
apprehend a felon. 

It wa.s probably about this time that 
Lugosi began to be dependent on drugs. 
He had been a heavy drinker, and 
apparently was started on addictive 
medication by a doctor treating him lor 
“nervous condition”. Although he was to 
give a few more good performances, his 
behaviour was to become erratic, and his 
appearance was to alter frightfully. 

In 194.1. he suffered the humiliation of 
having to accept the role of Krankenstein's 
Monster, in “Frankenstein Meets the Wolf 
Man", after having rejected it. twelve 
years before. He was only too glad to have 
work at all, and the heavy duties were 
tackled by stum man Eddie Parker. 
Originally. l.ugosi'.s monster was blind in 
the script, but the explanation of this 
condition was removed from the final 
product, and Lugosi’s groping, stiff- 
limbed walk becomes comical. Apart from 
this, it is still a rather poor interpretation, 
with no depth or pathos. Lugosi brings a 
certain raw malevolence to the creature, 
however, and in some scenes, manages to 
be effective. 

Before going on to the next stage of 
Lugosi's decline, mention should be made 
of his small, but very good role in "I he 
Wolf Man", that of Bela, the tragic gypsy- 
werewolf. who sees the pentagram in the 
hand of a young w-oman while telling her 
fortune, and drives her from his tent in a 
futile attempt to spare her from becoming 
his next victim. Lugosi's real talent seems 
to have been for bringing vigour and 
panache to small character roles, and in 
Bela the Gypsy, we havea rare example of 
Lugosi's bringing human sympathy to a 
role. 

During World War II. the horror genre 
began to peter out. and Lugosi was to 
suffer for his lack of versatility, and poor 
command of the English language. 


He did have some success as the 
Dracula-esque Armand Tesla in I945's 
"Return Of The Vampire”, but in the same 
year, he was reduced to a red herring in a 
Karloff vehicle. Val l.ewton's “The Body 
Snatcher". It was an e.xcellent film, but 
Lugosi in the tiny role of a dimwitted 
servant, must have been unhappily aware 
of the irony of his situation. Years before, 
he had expressed fondness for Karloff as a 
person, but criticised him as a limited 
actor, dependent upon make-up and 
gimmickry for his success. Now, Karlolf. 
by widening his range of parts, and 
exercising some discretion, even in the 'B' 
vehicles he accepted, was hotter than ever, 
while Lugosi, largely through his own 
vanity and poor management of his 
career, finances and personal lile, was 
quickly becoming a “has-been", lacking 
even monetary security to soften his loss 
of prestige. 

The last part Lugosi was to take in a 
major production, was in 1948. when he 
was to give a deadly serious portrayal of 
Count Dracula in “Abbot and Costello 
Meet F'rankenstein". joined by the equally 
luckless Lon Chaney Jr., as Larry Talbot 
and his shaggy alter ego, and Glenn 
Strange again playing the Frankenstein 
monster, a big comedown for all 
concerned. As low comedy, it is quite 
entertaining, but it proved the final blow 
to the grand old tradition of Universal 
monsters. Not until the emergence of the 
Hammer gothic films in the late SO's 
would “horror" cinema be seriously 
appreciated again. Lugosi was to play in 
quite a few very bad films, including 
several in the “East Side Kids" series. 
These are not pleasant films to view, as the 
vague, ill, unpleasant-looking man. so 
obviously unhappy with his lot. is like 
some Dorian-Gray distortion of the 
romantic lead at the Maygar playhouse. 

I he final degradation was to come in 
1955. Lugosi, completely without funds, 
was unable to maintain himself in a 
private sanitorium. and was forced to 
appeal to a California court to put him in 
restraint in a slate hospital. 

There, he consented to be interviewed in 
the hope of saving others from the horrors 
of drug addiction. Sensational news items 
described the vacancy of the once-blaring 
blue eyes, the bent emaciation of his six 
foot-one inch frame, the slurred monotone 
speech, the trembling hands, with great 
relish, and for a time Lugosi was "news" 
again. While in the state hospital, he 
hoped absurdly, for a major comeback at 
75, and became involved in a strange 
“romance". A woman signing herself "Just 
a Dash of Hope" began writing to him 
daily, encouraging him in his fight against 
addiction, and upon his release, he sought 
her out- She was 39-year-old Hope 
Lindinger. a clerk, who had long been a 
fan of the actor. They married, and lived 
in a Hollywood flat, while Lugosi made an 
ill-advised attempt to return to the screen 


in “The Black Sleep” an absurd tale of 
mad doctors and mutations, which has 
become a classic of the comically bad 
"horror" film. Even in the role of a mute 
butler. Lugosi complained that he had no 
energy and had difficulty concentrating. 
"This is the way with all former drug 
addicts." he said in one of his sad last 
interviews. 

Also appearing in "The Black Sleep" 
were several colleagues from better days, 
including Chaney and Basil Rathhonc. It 
is said Lugosi wept pathetically at the 
reunion. The film was not a success, but he 
was to make tests in his Dracula gear for u 
proposed film to be called "Tomb of ihe 
Vampire" for low-budget producer 
Edward D. Wood. This was to become the 
infamous ‘‘Plan 9 from Outer Space". 
Lugosi died, and Wood incorporated his 
test scenes of the actor stalking uneasily 
about in foggy terrain into a senseless 
pastiche of “Vampira," Tor Johnson and 
extraterrestial invaders- However. L.ugosi 
was beyond caring when it was released. 
His wife found him dead of a heart attack 
in their flat in August, 1956. If he had 
lived just a year or so longer, he would 
have benefitted by the revival and 
immense success of his old Universal films 
on American television. However, it was 
not to be. and he was buried in the 
costume of the character that brought him 
fame, and to some degree destroyed him 
as anactor. Count Dracula. 

There seems to be no authorised 
biography of Lugosi, and press clippings 
are unreliable and contradictory. He 
married five times, being twice widowed 
and twice divorced. He was said to be a 
witty man and excellent companion in his 
early days, but other sources describe him 
as cold and impersonal. He loved children, 
and went out of his way for his younger 
fans. He had a son. Bela Jr., who must be 
in his late 30's today. He possessed a good 
baritone voice, and was fond of calling 
friends at odd hours of the morning and 
regaling them with folk ballads of 
Hungary, say the press releases, adding 
that he was a great dog lover, and unable 
to work for three days when a particular 
favourite died. There is another story, but 
rather obviously a sensational reporter's 
fabrication, concerning a mysterious 
yellow-eyed woman whom Lugosi had 
known briefly as a young man. She 
followed him. appearing after each of his 
marriages to herald the loss of his 
happiness. This is all the "information" wc 
presently have about what must have 
been, for all its flaws, a remarkable 
personality, and unique human being, 
worthy of more serious study today, and 
of a fairer shake in his own time; for 
although he brought many of his woes on 
himself, there is no question that Bela 
Lugosi was blatantly exploited by those 
who took advantage of his quirks and 
financial naivete, right until the end ol his 
wretched days. 
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"Creeeweeek” (simulated 
creaking door in haunted 
house opening) Editor 
stickshishead through 
and says “Hey. . , let's 
give you a chance to put 
your own diabolical 
dialogue in the mouth of 
one of our far out fiends. 
Grab a pen and do your 
thing. . , andsendthem 
to us." 


jiated 


If you do not wish to 
mutilate your mag. when 
entering the caption 
contest, just write 
the entry on a piece of 
paper. .. along with 
your name andaddress. 

The winners of “Monster 
madness Captions," for 
issue 2. will be printed • * . 
nextmonth. Many 
thanksforthegreat ^ 


We'll print the best three in two months' time and 
the best will receive a year's subscription to 
"World of Horror". . . Creeeweeek (doorclosing). 


HAND 

OF 

GLORY 

Continued from page 4 


hood over her head shuffled in. The 
innkeeper invited the stranger to take 
oft' her wet cloak and sit by the fire but 
the woman declined, saying she would 
just sit by the tire until the storm 
abated then she would be on her way 
again. 

In due course the family decided to 
go to bed. Mr. Alderson made up the 
fire and told the stranger she could 
remain all night if she wished, then he 
and his wife and son went upstairs. 

Bella, however, said she would 
sleep on a couch in the kitchen. She 
had been suspicious of the stranger 
from the first; she thought she could 
see riding boots beneath the cloak, and 
decided that the stranger was in fact, a 

The girl made herself comfortable 
and pretended to drop off to sleep. 


After a quarter of an hour the stranger 
came over to her and, satisfied that she 
was asleep, the cloak and hood were 
removed revealing, as Bella had sus- 
pected. a man. 

He took from his pocket the Hand 
of Glory and a piece of candle. The 
hand was placed on the table, and the 
candle, lit from the fire was placed 
carefully on the hand. 

The man then opened the front 
door, stepped out on to the steps and 
gave a whistle, no doubt a signal to 
the rest of the gang. Bella decided that 
this was the moment she had been 
waiting for. and leaping from the 
couch, she ran across the room and 
gave the man a mighty push in the 
back which sent him sprawling down 
the steps. Then she slammed and bolt- 
ed the door and dropped the oak bar 
into place. 

The girl next ran up the stairs to 
wake the innkeeper and his family. 
First she hammered on Mr. and Mrs. 
Alderson's bedroom door but getting 
no answer she opened the door and 
found them both fast asleep. She 
shook them but was unable to wake 
them, nor did she have any better 
result with Mr. Alderson's son. 

Realising that the family must be 
under the influence of the Hand of 
Glory. Bella rundown into the kitchen, 
picked up a pitcher of milk which was 
standing on a sideboard, and emptied 


the contents over the candle, ex- 
tinguishing the flame. 

On returning to the upper floor, the 
maid found that the family were now 
all awake. She quickly explained what 
had happened to Mr. Alderson who 
loaded his gun and. leaning from the 
window, he fired in the direction of a 
group of men standing under the trees 
in front of the house. There was a 
scream and a voice called. "Give us 
the Hand of Glory and we will leave 
you in peace." Mr. Alderson reloaded 
his gun and fired again, this time the 
gang cleared off. Next day the whole 
gang were rounded up and in due 
course they were tried and hanged. 

This story was first recorded in 1 86 1 
by the historian William Henderson, 
who had the details from a very old 
woman named Mrs. Bella Parkin, 
daughter of the servant Bella whtise 
courage and prompt action had saved 
the situation on that night of terror at 
the Spital Inn. 

The last recorded instance of the 
Hand of Glory being used was in 1831 
at Lougcrew in Ireland when a gang 
of thieves broke into the house of a 
Mr. Napin. lit the candle and placed it 
in the Hand of Glory. The grisly charm 
on this occasion proved ineffective, 
the inmates of the house were dis- 
turbed and attacked the intruders who 
fled in panic leaving the hand behind 
them. 
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A new science fiction series (hour long) is currently being 
shown on the idiot box in North America. “Star Lost" tells 
the story about a 200 mile long space ship, heading 
towards an unknown destination until one man discovers 
the truth .... they are, (what else) star-lost. Our American 
as.sociates report "Star Trek” it ain’t. 


We found it very interesting the 

lives of six swimmers were recently 
insured in case of attack by the Loch Ness 
Monster, they were competitors in a 24 
mile race down the loch. It cost the 
organisers, £12 to cover the six for The 
Amphibious Bathing Association £1,300 
each. Mr. Sullivan, swimming coach 
stated, "We think it is the first policy 
ever taken out insuring people against 
death by the monster." . . . The race went 
off without an attack. We plan to do a 
full feature on Loch Ness Nessie in an 
upcoming issue. 






Ray Harryhausen fans will be pleased to 
know that a hardcover, well illustrated, 
book, entitled, "FILM FANTASY 
SCRAPBOOK" is now available. It gives 
excellent coverage on the work of the king 
of special visual effects. 


In memoriam: Bud Abbott, of Abbott & 
Costello, has passed away. The 78-vear- 
old comedian, along with his partner, 
Lou Costello, were credited with 
bringing humour to horror. The last film 
they did, in 1 955, was the production, 
"Abott & Costello Meet the Mummy". 


The reason is that 
only trainer of wolves in 
Hollywood who supplies forest 
them .... and not only that, he invites thespians to movie companies when 
them in, feeds them and, in return, castingdirectorscry, "Wolf." 
the grateful^ wolves earn enough Tiburn Films have been busy. They 


money for Popper to make a very 


have recently completed a movie 
entitled, "THE GHOUL” starring 
Peter Cushing due for release in the 
near future .... and are currently 
working at Pinewood on "Legend of 
the Werewolf” . . . you may recall that 
one of the stars. Walter (the wolf) 
escaped during filming and was shot. 
When police arrived to help with the 
hunt for poor old Walter they were 
alarmed when they saw a big notice, 
"One of our Dinasaurs is Missing." It 
turned out to be the title of another 

film being shot at the studios 

we also want to report that there is no 
truth in the rumour that it took a silver 
bullet to finish Walter off. 
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"THE MONA USA" 
probably the best known 
painting in the world. 
Mexican painter. S. M. 
SchmiH'sversionis 
probably the most 
horrific. Heisaskinga 
mere£8.000,000forit 
. . . chances are, it might 
be in his possession for 
sometime. 



Professor J. Stout, of the U. S. A., an 
esteemed biologist, has recently completed 
a ten year study of seagulls which live in 
over populated conditions. He has 
discovered that the crowded birds have 
difficulty communicating with each other, 
that there is a high incidence of rape, and 
that bands of chicks are roaming around 
busting up the eggs . . . Those that care to 
draw comparisons with our current 
human city lives, are free to do so. 


THE BARONY, a sci—n drama of 
survival in the 21st century will be filmed 
for Warner Brothers by producers 
Weintraub and Heller. The picture will 
star Yul Brynner. The screenplay is by 
Robert Clouse, who has also been signed 
to direct. The film will be made wholly in 
the Los angeles area of California. 


"Le Macabre Folk Cellar": is located at 23 Meard St., just off Wardour, 
in Soho. Upstairs is a bar decorated with day-glow skulls, and down- 
stairs, folk singers perform before a light show of sorts, featuring more 
dayglow skeletons and various spook-type things . . . 

The new owner, a pleasant bearded person named Freestone, informed 
us that "The Macabre” had originally opened some 1 5 years ago, but 
the basement had been closed for some time and in a derelict state. In 
the last few months it has been re — opened. New murals, featuring a 
manticore, etc, are currently being done. The cellar is open at 8, every 
night- The staff is friendly and the patrons have a nice, unspectacular, 
good time. All in all, a pleasant place to visit, especially if you like folk 
music in an unusual atmosphere. 
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7 TRAPPED 
DIM 

CROCODILE 
ISLAND 


spirits up. But he did have a good point 
about the island not being so bad. They had 
spent all afternoon exploring it, after making 
it to shore in a dinghy, and had found several 
springs of fresh water, fruit trees and edible 
wildlife he and Langley could shoot. 

"Well, at least we won’t starve while our 
rescuers are looking for us." Weldon said. 
"Unless.’' he added, you shoot as badly as I 
do. Langley." 

Langley laughed, then started for the 
dinghy. "Come on," he said, " let’s get some 
supplies. We’ll camp on the beach tonight 
and workout some plan tomorrow." 

The dinghy was a few hundred yards up 
the beach, where the vegetation and trees 
curved sharply, running to land’s end. All 
three were walking side bv side when Weldon 
saw them; dark shapes crawling out from 
between the trees. At first, he thought the 
dark shapes were shadows of tree limbs 
swaying in the wind- Then he heard the 
grating rustle of claws scraping the sand and 
saw the rows of sharp teeth gleaming in Che 
moonlight. 

"Sam!" he cried, "What the hell are 
those?’’ 

Sam Langley’s thin, youthful face went 
slack with fear when he turned in the 
direction Weldon was pointirrg. "Oh, my 
God, it's one of them islands!" 

“What do you mean?" Myra asked in 
confusion. 

But before Sam could offer one word of 
explanation, Myra let out a scream of terror 
in recognition of what Sam meant by "one of 
them islands." For now, the crawling 
shadows materialized in the moonlight as a 
scrabbling reptile horde. ^ 

"Crocodiles," Weldon shouted with horror. 
"Hundreds of them." 

All three of them could now see the 
crawling horde spreading over the sand as 
more of the creatures appeared on the beach, 
blanketing it like a vast, oozing, black-green 
carpet of death, slowly moving towards 

The rubber dinghy in which they had 
made it to shore stul lay more than 100 yards 
up the beach. "Come on." Weldon shouted, 
motioning to Myra and Sam to follow him as 
he rushed frantically toward the dinghy. 
"We gotta get to the dinghy." But before 
they were half-way to it. dozens of the ugly 
beasts had cut them off. 

As his terrified wife's screams rang in his 
ears, Weldon looked around for a land es- 
cape route. Spotting a high rock outcropping 
toward his left, he grabb^ Myra by the hand 
and yelled. "That way. None of them are 
over there yet!” 

As they raced across the sand, a new horde 
of crocodiles began appearing ahead of them. 
Weldon drew his revolver and kept running, 
tugging Myra after him, "Ed. stop!" .she 
yelled shrilly. "Sam fell!” Myra pulled 
away from him. Weldon turned and saw that 
Langley had tripped and stumbled to his 
knees. He started to lurch erect and fell 
again. Myra darted back to help the young 
sailor just as a 15-foot-long croc slithered 
out of the pack and headed toward Lang- 
ley as it hissed its attack cry. Langley 
squirmed on to his side, and fired his re- 
volver into the croc's gaping, cotton-white 
mouth until the gun’s hammer fell on an 


empty cartridge. The dying croc flipped 

“Aiikle's twisted." Langley muttered in 
pain when the Weldons reached him. "Can't 

Weldon hefted Langley, slung the man 
across his shoulders and staggered toward 
the rocks. Myra ran beside nim. Behind 
them, dozens of crocs were ripping away at 
their dead comrade’s upended belly. 

Ed Weldon was close to exhaustion when 
they reached the crest of the rock spur, which 
was too steep and smooth for the massed, 
thrashing animals to climb. "My God. what 
have we stumbled upon?” Weldon asked. 
But none of them dared to answer the 
question, remembering those terrifying 
sniping jaws that now surrounded them. 

Tney spent the night on the rocks, none of 
them able to get much sleep, least of all 
Weldon. "Fine vacation this turned out to 
be," he thought to himself over and again. 
"Who would ever believe this could nave 
happened when we started out three weeks 
ago"!" 

T 

A HE Weldon's vacation-adventure idea 
was bom about a year after Ed was 
transferred by his Cleveland, Ohio-based 
company to Sydney. Australia, where he 
headed the firms sales department. 

On weekends. Ed and Myra spent their 
time at what they loved most; sailing. They 
would rent a sailboat and go off for two days 
to enjoy the calm serenity of the Tasman 
Sea. But (heir weekends at sea wa.s not 
enough to sate their thirst for adventure. 

"What we should do." Ed said one day to 
his wife, "is go off for a month and really ex- 
plore. Have us a ‘real adventure vacation.’ " 

Myra agreed, and in late July of 1970. they 
travelled to Darwin, on Australia’s 
Northwest coast. Their plan was to leisurely 
explore some of the hundreds of islands in 
the Timor Sea which lay between the sub- 
continent and Indonesia. 

They rented a small, cheap and 
old — sailing yacht named the Laura S.. and 
hired an experienced. 28-yeBr-old 
unemployed coastal seaman. Sam Langley, 
as their guide. Langley had made many 
sailing expeditions into the islands of the 
Timor Sea and was pretty familiar with the 
area. The Weldons felt safe in his hands. 

For the first two weeks the voyage was 
pleasant and uneventful. Then, on the 
evening of August 18. the Laura S. was 
caught in a vicious tropical storm. Alt night 
they fought to keep the vessel afloat in 
typhoon-force winds, yet saw both masts 
break like dry matchsticks snapped by a 
giant’s unseen hand. 

When the storm cleared in the earlv 
morning light, the yacht was rudderless, 
and the small auxiliary engine died with a 
wheeze after half an hour's use. They were 
now drifting aimlessly, at the mercy of the 
Timor's unpredictable currents and the 

Just before noon that day, they saw an 
island on the horizon. Half an hour later, the 
Laura S. ran aground with a grinding lurch 
on a submerged coral reef. Although there 
was only minor flcwding in the hold, they 
decided the safest move would be to head 


ashore. After the men strapped on their re- 
volvers and hunting knives— the only 
weapons aboard the yacht— Weldon, Myra 
and Langley loaded the rubber dinghy with 
tinned food and canteens of fresh water. 
Then they rowed to land, a distance of less 
chan 200 yards. 

As often happens in the aftermath of 
severe storms, it was an abnormally hot and 
still day. The sun pounded down with 
pitiless intensity. They hauled the laden 
dinghy ashore, hurried for the shelter of the 
trees. They spent the afternoon exploring the 
thick belt of forest that ran down the middle 
of the island. Huge stretches of it were dark- 
watered. swampy, primeval tangles. But 
other areas were lightly wooded, the tree 
branches alive with tropical birds, monkeys, 
tiny koala bears. 

As they walked back toward the beach, 
they discussed their plight, which none of 
them still considered very pim. "You're 
supposed to be back at work next week,” 
Myra told her husband. "When we don’t 
turn up in Darwin, the government is bound 
to send out search planes. They'll spot the 

But when they reached the beach and 
looked out toward the reef, their optimistic 
hopes died as they saw the floating timber 
where the Laura is. had been. 

That was when they were faced by the 
hundreds of crawling beasts that chased 
them up to the rock spur. 

"God," Weldon said, looking over the mass 
of crocs which surrounded the rock. "Where 
could they all have come from?" 

"Those are Indonesian crocs," Langley 
said. “Only kind able to swim big stretches of 
salt water. They use special islands as 
breeding grounds. No one knows why. They 
mate, lay their eggs and leave. Whole bloody 
place must be crawling with the bastards." 

"But why didn’t we see them earlier?" 
Myra asked. 

“When we landed the sun was blistering 
hot. They don't come out of black water 
when it’s like that. Dries their skins. Pray it’s 
another scorcher tomorrow." Then they 
settled down to a sleepless night. 

T 

X HE next day was humid and 
overcast. Without food or water, the 
shipwrecked trio huddled atop their rock 
sanctuary, surrounded by a crawling sea of 
crocs. The milling reptiles had ripp^ apart 
the rubber raft, and scattered the castaways’ 
supply of canned goods all along the beach. 
Weldon considered making a run to rescue 
the food before the incoming tide wash^ it 
away. But there were only five bullets in his 
revolver. Those would have to be saved for 
greater emergencies. 

On the third day they got their first 
break— a bright, scathing sun. Like wraiths, 
the masses of crocs slipped back into the 
trees. Weldon descended to the beach and 
iound that only a can of peaches and a tin of 
dried beef had escaped the waves. 

"I’m sure of one thing," Weldon said when 
they had gulped down the food. “We can’t 
stay here. What if we hit a stretch of overcast 
days? We'd be trapped far from the food and 
water on the island. Better set up a decent 
home while we still have the chance . . 

They chose a grove of broad-trunked kuali 
trees at the western end of the forest, far from 
the swampy lagoons where the crocs saught 
refuge during periods of heavy sunlight. And 
it lay with quick walking distance of a spring 
of clear water. Unable to work because of his 
injured ankle, Langley kept watch with the 
revolver while Weldon and Myra feverishly 
erected a platform of liana-vine- lashed sticks 
between two thick, divididing tree limbs. 
The sun was going down when the 
platform— little different from a child’s tree 
house— was finished. 

They helped Sam Langley to mount the 
platform, then Weldon made a dash to the 
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said firmly. "We might live for years in this 
hell until, like Sam said, we’re no damned 
different from the monkeysl” 

“We’ll be found," Myra cried. “I’m sure of 

Weldon shook his head. "Hasn't been a 

s. They’ve written us off, 

s lost in the storm. Can't 


spring, filled the empty food tins with water, 
and hurried back. He barely made it in time. 

Already, crocodiles rustled through the brush 
on every side. Three of the giant beasts were 
moving toward the base of the tree when 
Weldon scurried up to safety. .. 

In the days that followed, Langley and the sign of a search pis 
Weldons evolved a bizarre way of life. Except figured the yacht * 
for brief periods of fishing expeditions on the be any other explanation, 
beach and scurrying dashes into the woods "What do you suggest?” Langley asked, a 
for food and water, they spent all of their hint of sarcasm in his voice, 
waking and sleeping hourson their crude tree "We'll build a raft. It mi^ht give us a 
hi'use. While Myra hollowed out gourds for chance to reach the mainland.’ 
water and food recepucles, the men Langley laughed harshly. "You’re crazy, 
extended and strengthened the platform, mate! We'll never be able to survive down 
TTiey weaved the strong liana vines that there long enough to handle a job with all 
hung everywhere into vast nets, extending those crocs roaming about." 
the strands from tree to tree until they were 
able to travel hundreds of yards in any I 

direction without setting foot on earth. This X HEN we’ll build it up here." Ed 
enabled them to gather coconuts, fruit and Weldon declared. The raft was their only 
birds’ eggs in comparative safety. ^ hope so they began work the next day. They 

7>eir mam hope of rescue was a signal fire hacked away at tree limbs with the hunting 
thev had built on the beach. Unhappily, it knives, and lashed the logs together with 
could be Ignited and kept going only when vines. Incredibly, the entire project was 
the sun drove the crocs into hiding. And such managed above ground. The raft’s widening 
days were becoming increasingly rare, frame took shape on a mass of netted vines 
Although they said nothing in front of Myra, suspended eight feet over the forest floor. 
Weldon and Langley knew that the Timor While the men labored on the raft itself. 
Sea’s rainy season was beginning. The rain Myra manufactured airtight floats out of 
itself didn't worry them for the area was large gourds by drilling holes in them with 
never hit bv the unending torrents of the the point of a knife, emptying the pulpy 
Central Pacific islands, but they knew the interiors, carefully sealing the holes with tree 
sun would increasingly lie behind heavy sap, and tying them in clusters to the 
overcasts, bringing out the crocodiles. — '* 

"W 

T* E‘RE turning into a pack of apes," 

Sam Langley said bitterly on their third 
week on the island. "I actually get dizzy 
when my feet are on the stinking ground!" 

Weldon had to agree with him. By 
both 


Cut Olf, the young Australian seaman 
climbed a slim eucalyptus tree and reached 
desperately for one of the vine nets they hed 
extended ftom the central platform. But his 
injured right shoulder wasn't up to the 
exertion. He lost his grip and hung from the 
vine by his left hand for a moment. A row of 
razor-shaip teeth closed around Langley'e 
ankles. His gingle howl of agony was cut off 
in seconds as he fell amid the reptiles and 
disappeared beneath their thrashing bodies. 

When the crocodiles vanished back into 
the undergrowth, the only thing left of Sam 
Langley was a bloodstained tennis shoe . . . 

Langley's violent end intensified Weldon’s 
determination to fiee the island. For the next 
two weeks, he and Myra labored to complete 
the raft. At last on the 56th day. the iob was 
done— but they still faced the frightening 
task of hauling the heavy raft to the sea. The 
cloud cover was now almost constant. Day 
after frustrating day, they waitsd for a 
glimpse of the sun. 


ly of gourds within range of their 

tree house, Weldon and Langley were forced 
to descend to the ground and search for 
others, taking advantage of the increasingly 
LO oBrcc w,L,. mm. ..V-. brief periods when the sun drove the 
heavilv bearded, their clothes crocodiles into dark water, 
ragged and tom aftef weeks of living in the Jt was during one of th^ exMitions 
tr^. Myra's shorts and a striped blouse when Weldon was searching through a patch 
were ripped in so many places that the flesh of brush near the beach-a quarter of a mile 
of her full, white breasts was partially from, home j-when he heard a distant 
exposed. Often, during those nightmarish female screanf. He drew his revolver, ran 
w^ri^Ed Weldon caught Langley oggling at back into the forest. Halfway to his goal 
-- - . jjeanjg of clouds moved across the 


Mvra’s semi exposed breasts with gleams of clouds moved across the sun and light ram 
desire in his eyes. Ed said nothing. Their u j .i, » 

chances of survival seemed slight enough , V^hen Weldon reached the tree houM, 
Langley was nowhere in sight. He scrambled 
. knotted vine rope to the centraj 


platform- Myra was crouched under the frail 
roof and was sobbing. Her blouse had been 
tom half off and her naked breasts heaved 
frantically. Cluwhed in her hand 


chances of survival seemed slight enough 
without letting himself fall into the jealous- 
husband role. Since circumstances forced 
them to live within a few yards of each other, 
ii seemed doubtful that Langley would ever 
attempt to do anything but look at Myra. 

Weldon himself had made love to Myra only 
four times, during sunny days when Langley 

"on^heff^fifthwMK^anTleth day-on the . Gasping" she toid Weldon that Ungley 
island. Ed decided that it would be madness had “tempted to «Pf, her. J^mg to fight 
for them to just sit on the island, waiting for him off, Myra had grabbed the knife frornliis 
a rescue which apparently wasn’t coming, I fh* rHerf "T 

For nearly two weeks dark clouds and didn t want to hurt him . . pned^_j 

drizzling rain had trapped them in the trees. he* 


fresh bl 


s coated with 


lei.i III me UTO know he’ .. .. 


croo^ile hordes. The thicK forests 
heavy with fruit trees, and provided copi 
amounts of natural food for the monkt. 
birds and small marsupials that thronged 


,, provided thicket; "You’ll shoot n: 


the branches. 'The animals, i 
food for the swarming crocs— and the 
rasuwavs a* well. Both Langley and himself 
had become amazingly skillful at stalking 
and killing animals, which were cooked by 
Myra in a rock-lined "fireplace" gouged out 
of an ironwood-lree bole. It was the very 
fact that they had accomodated themselves 
to this weird life that moat frightened 
Weldon— that and Sam Langley’s 
increasingly nervous, erratic behavior and 
his increasing oggling at Myra. Obviously the 
young Australian was on the edge of a mental 
crack-up. He often didn't talk for hours at a 
lime and stared numbly out at the empty 
sea 

"We have to get away from here,” Weldon 


On 


Weldon took his wife in his arms, shouted out 
into the trees: "Get back here, you son of a 
bitch!” 

For minutes there was silence. Then 
Langley’s pain-wracked voice yelled from a 


_ ’ N the afternoon of October 23rd— and 
their 64th day on the island — the clouds 
parted and bright sunlight beat down on the 
island. He and Myra worked with frantic 
speed. Four slashes of his knife cut away the 
r^t’s supports. They lowered it to the nound 
with a line fixed to a center log and looped 
over a tree limb. Gourds filled with food and 
water had been lashed aboard beforehand. 

When the raft was safely on the forest 
floor, Weldon and his wife slipped their arms 
through crude shoulder harnesses and 
startem dragging it toward the sea. Their 
bodies strained and they were drenched with 
sweat. Yet they tuggeif the raft on and on. 
Weldon glanced repeatedly at the sky. and 
saw threatening grey wisps crossing the sun. 

Then the crocs were there, crawling on to 
the broad stretch of sand that lay between 
the Weldons and the sea. So far they hadn’t 
been spotted— but Ed Weldon knew they 
couldn't turn back. Mure reptiles probably 
lay behind them than ahead! 

They halted briefly to get their breaths. 
Weldon handed Myra the revolver, helping 
her out of her harness. "Don’t shoot until you 
have to," he said in a grating whisper. "We 
only have five bullets. Aim right between 
their eyes." 

The Weldons’ escape to the sea actually 
took less than 45 seconds. But to Ed Weldon 
it seemed an eternity. Every muscle in his 
body ached as he hauled the raft over the 
sani. From the comers of his half-blind, 
perspiration-flooded eyes, he saw^cks of 
crocodiles swerve toward them. 'The first 
animal, aimed itself atMyraand scraped her 
legs with its flailing tail. Myra fired. The 
hissing croc flipped over, and became a 
helpless meal for his fellows— and a diversion 
from the Weldons. The gun roared again . . . 
a third time . . . e fourth- Then the surf 
swirl^ around his ankles. He dropped the 
harness and began hauline the raft into deep 
water. "We made it!” Myra gasped- They 
had, but they lost more than half their 
rations in the race to tl 


With effort, Weldon lay down the revolver. 
“Come on in, Sam." he said in a calmer tone. 
"While you still can. Before the crocs smell 
your blood. No one’s going to hurt you, I 
promise." 

At last, clutching his wounded shoulder, 
Sam Langley lurched into the open. 
"Couldn’t help it," he whined. "Tried to atop 
myself but 1 couldn’t help it!" 

As Langley started toward the tree house 
...ere was the sound of scrabbling of claws. 
Dozens of blunt, ugly snouts penetrated the 
brush. With astonishing swiftness, every foot 
of ground beneath the platform swarmed 
with hungry crocodiles, crawling over each 
other to get at Langley. 


X WELVE days later— on November 4, 
1970— the Australian geodetic-survey ship 
City of Brisbane plucked Ed and Myra 
Weldonout of the sea. Both were found semi- 
conscious and dehydrated aboard the 

wallowing raft. 

The Weldons ace still residents of Sydney. 
However, they have lost their once 

passionate love for adventure. “We've 

decided to take up skiing," he told a 
newspaper interviewer after they were 

releasea from the hospital. Reminded by the 
dumbfounded reporter that Australia didn't 
have a single ski slope, Weldon shrugged and 
replied, ••'rhafs why Myra and I are taking it 
up." 



- 57 , • 


SCT©#^ 


Mariana Clarke, 
this month's 
"SCREAM 
QUEEN, "was 
picked as our 
baautyforissua 
3, for her 
role in "The 
BeastMustOie." 
Harfirst acting 
partwasastha 
female lead in a 
U.S. TV drama, 
'Alton Flipped." 
She has won 
praise in many 
quartaraand we 
are aura you'll 
agree. . .she's 
veryeasyontha 



Right: Michael Sarrszin as the 
creature 

Below: Nicola Pagett and John 
Gielgud 

Bottom: David McCallum 
Bottom right: Ralph Richardson 
andMichaeiSarrazin 




In igrli century lutitland, Dr. \'icn>r iT.mkcnstein, 
his rianccc, I'.Iizahcth, and her parents, l.ord and 
1 .ady Fanshawc, are artendinyr the funeral of X'ictor's 
brother, W illiam, who was accideniallv drowned. 

\'oun,u \’ictor, a recent medical school uraduate, 
is hitter over his brother’s fare and t'oiees aloud 
his wish that men could hate power f)\er life .tnd* 
death. 

I.ater, on his way to 1 dinburuh hv staireco.tch, 
\ictor witnesses the aftermath of an accident involt - 
ing a ploughboy. He accompanies the touth to a 
hospital where the latter’s arm is amt 'itated bv a 
su^^eon, Henrv (ilcrval. 


\'ictor sees (derval deposit the arm in a black 
leather bag, and later the surgef)n tells him that a 
new era in science is emerginc that will enable men 
to hate power over death. 

N'ictor’s reaction is mixed, but he evcnruallv joins 
(llerva! in his research and later learns that the 
ploughbov’s arm has been preserved. 

When a number t>f local men are killed in a t|uarr\ 
accident, Frankenstein and Clcrval appear on the 
scene, ostensibly to aid the injured, Itut in realitv to 
choose parts of bodies ftir their next major experi- 
ment - the creation of a living creature 




This Universal picture, distributed 
byCinema International, can be 
described in one word . . . excellent. 
The movie, starring James Mason, 
Leonard Whiting, David McCallum, 
Jane Seymour and Michael 
Sarrazln, as the creature, isa 
convincing version of Shelley’s 
classic. 



VAMPIRES. 
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■'Careful, Madam.” Greselda warned. 

"Why for I be careful? He already 
damr^ed. He no tak.” 

Greselda shrugged and continued to 
watch Gore, with, he suddenly realised, 
an amused, half-pitying expression. 

The countess drank in quick 
succession two more glasses of wine, 
then her head came up so that the curls 
of her wig danced. 

"Greseldagetout.” 

■'As Madam commands.” The 
woman quietly left the room, but as she 
turned to close the door her eyes met 
Gore's over the countess's muffled 
head, and now the amused, pitying 
expression was unmistakable. 

"So,” the countess belched and 
drank some more wine, "you worry 
about me. Can it be that you have some 
regard for me that is not entirely 
dependent on my cheque book? If so, it 
would not be for the first time. Pity and 



love are twin sisters. One can hardly 
tell one from the other. Why do you not 
speak, myChu-Chu?" 

Gore did not know why he could not 
speak; could not explain the cold 
paralysing numbness that was rising up 
from his feet, so that he could not move 
a muscle; was not, in a few moments, 
able to flicker an eyelid. But his eyes 
could see, even if they could not as yest 
relay to his brain, what they saw. But 
somehow the countess was changing. 
Then she spoke again. 

"This wine. I drink, it goes down to 
my tummy, and there it enters my 
blood, and the heart, it pumps up to my 
head and my bram — it becomes 
woozy, and cares for nothing anymore 
But this good wine, it do not stop there, 
it goes higher, and lots of other little 
brains becomes woozy, and ..." She 
leant a little further over the table, and 
spoke in a loud whisper, ” . . they begin 
to wriggle.” 

Gore could not move, could not 
speak, but his heart had the power to 
race, to thud, to almost choke him, and 
his eyes could see the scarf-covered 
head. 

It was heaving slightly. Like a pool of 
spilt milk, rippled by a gentle wind, little 
waves of silk rose and fell; just over her 
forehead a tapering peak grew 
upwards, eased the scarf back, then 
sank down again, A hole came into 
being, and from it a tiny strand of 
auburn hair tumbled out. The scarf was 
alive now, jumping, writhing, the knot 
under her chin tightened, her cheeks 
squeezed inwards, and her head 
assumed an egg-shaped appearance. 
The auburn wig was escaping from 
under the scarf, twisting, jerking, 
seemingly angry at its confinement: 
then the countess whispered again. 

"I would not allow Greselda to cut 
them any more. The pain is loo great, 
and they grow stronger every time.” 

A tiny, diamond-shaped head came 
from under the wig, it wriggled down 
over her forehead, then flicked a 
minute forked tongue. Another 
slithered out over her left temple, 
closely followed by another, and then 
another, until she had a nightmare 
fringe of finger-thin snakes, coiling, 
twisting, waving, and glaring with 
.microscopic blood-red eyes. 

"You still worry for me?” 

Slowly she untied the knot under her 
chin, and jerked the scarf away. Then, 
her teeth bared in a mirthless grin, she 
raised both hands, and removed the 
wig, They all reared up and waved their 
heads. Rooted in red. boil-like bulges, 
they had blue-veined skins, lightly 
covered with delicate golden hair; 
those at the front were thin, and 
averaged some four inches in length, 
while those further back were thicker, 
much longer, and overlay the short. 


stubby ones that coated the skull base, 
and hung down over the neck. 

The wine the countess had 
consumed was beginning to have its 
affect. The entire hideous mop was 
threshing wildly, several heads were 
fighting among themselves, others 
were becoming hopelessly entangled, 
and the countess picked up a carving 
knife. 

"Chu-Chu," she presented the knife 
to him, handle foremost, "be a good boy 
— cut my hair.” 

He sat, a motionless statue, 
paralysed in every limb, unable to move 
his head or close his eyes, but his lips 
could still part, and he screamed. One 
long-drawn-out scream. 

The door opened, and Greselda came 
in carrying her kidney-shaped dish and 
cut-throat razor; she walked calmly 
over to the countess, and laid the dish 
down upon the table. 

"Do not be so foolish. Madam,” she 
said in English, "let me cut them off. 
You know if I don't, they will grow right 
down to your waist" 

The still statue that was Gore opened 
its mouth and screamed again, 

"He does not love me,” the countess 
said sadly. ”1 thought he did. But he has 
broken his poor little sanity.” 

Greselda gathered up a bunch of 
snakes in her left hand, then applied 
the razor. 

The countess and Gore screamed 
together. 
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Answers to 
Quiz Time 

a. The Golden Voyage of SIN- 
BAD, CAROLINE MUNRO'S 
hand, 

b. BRAM STOKER — Dracu- 
la'sauthor. 

c. JACK PALANCE in 1974 
E.M.I. release of DRACULA, 

d. "Ben" from our old friend 
WILLARD. 

e. BORIS KARLOFF — "Bride 
of Frankenstein." 
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MARVEL COMICS 
HAVE LAUNCHED 
2 NEW WEEKLY COMICS- 


“Planet of the Apes" and “Dracula 
Lives." “Planet of the Apes” ties 
in with the Granada TV series 
firstscreenedOct 13. 



NEW 
WITCHCRAFT 


ON SALE 
MONTHLY J 


The magazine that 
investigates and 
exposes all facets 
ofWitchcraft, 
Satanism, The 
Supernatural and 
Occult. Its pages 
are crammed with 
exciting colour 
and articles, both 
fact and fiction, 
aboutthe Macabre. 
Don't miss it. 
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